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MAID FOR THE ITALIAN MAFIA 


Times are tough and the only job this unskilled, curvy 
young woman can find is as a maid at the home of Matteo 
Milano, an Italian Mafia boss. 


| keep my head down and mind my own business, not asking 
questions, but this shy quirky girl who prefers books to 
boys, quickly starts to question the desires she has for this 
tall, dark and dangerous older man who lives in the 
shadows. 


When I walk in on him touching himself and moaning my 
name, | think I’m in danger of losing my job, the only way | 
have to pay my bills and stay off the street. 


But he tells me the only thing I’m in danger of is him, with 
his uncontrollable desire for my curves, my sincerity 
and the shyness that expresses it, and my innocence that 
he’d give anything to have. 


l'm scared to put myself out there for a guy, especially 
after what happened last time. No way | can risk 
something like that again, especially when I’m not even sure 
| can trust the sincerity of Matteo’s intentions. 


But he says his only intention is to be my first and only, 
and make me his, always. And he won't stop until there’s a 
ring on my finger and a baby in my belly... and there’s no 
way he’s letting me go without making me his... forever. 


*Maid For The Italian Mafia is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on Christmas morning 
by joining my mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Christmas 


CHAPTER 1 


Mandy 


My hand clenches the cleaning rag, balling it up in my hand 
the second Matteo Milano steps into the living room. | try 
and keep my eyes down, making sure not to make direct eye 
contact as | was warned. 


As my fist slides forward my knuckles drag over the top of 
the oak table I’m polishing, a stark contrast from the last 
pass of my rag when my hand was relaxed, my palm flat. 


My forearm tenses and then begins to shake. | take a deep 
breath in, trying my best not to be obvious and then slowly 
releasing it. Everything | try and do to remain calm is failing 
me right now, but in reality what in the world could work. 


Matteo stands six foot five and is packed with muscles. As 
he buttons the last button on his white shirt, the Roman 
numerals XXVI on his right pec muscle disappear from sight. 
But when he rolls up his sleeves there’s more ink carefully 
aligned on his forearm. It appears to be some kind of 
saying, or slogan or something... not that l'Il ever get close 
enough to read it myself. Heck, from the distance he keeps 
from everyone | haven’t even been able to tell what 
language it’s in. 


My back shoots straight and | pull my shoulders back as the 

sound of his wooden soled Gucci oxford lace-ups glide across 
the marble floor of his estate. He glides more than he walks, 
and covers more ground with one step than anyone I've ever 
seen. | wouldn’t be surprised if he was a retired professional 


athlete the way his movements are so precise, like I’m 
watching an anatomy and human movement documentary 
at the same time. And from the looks of those muscles that 
are attached to the sides of his neck, the way his thick chest 
projects up and out, and the power in those thick thighs and 
hips propel him forward, there’s no reason for me to believe 
he couldn’t fill in as a linebacker for any NFL team he chose 
on any given Sunday. 


But his life isn’t about sports. I’ve never even seen him 
glance at a TV, aside from the security cameras in his office 
which | was allowed to enter only once, and that was briefly. 
Matteo is all about business, and not the kind you find in 
Forbes magazine...at least not the kind that could be 
publicly traded or you could brag about at cocktail parties... 
not that | could ever picture him at a cocktail party making 
small talk. 


No, Matteo’s business is the kind that no one talks about but 
everyone knows. As Little Italy’s most feared Italian- 
American, it doesn’t take a rocket scientist to know what 
Matteo does isn’t exactly above-board. 


As he moves closer to me | try and focus on cleaning, but my 
eyes move upward, trying to take in the sight of him as long 
as | can...just making sure to avoid eye contact. | tuck my 
chin and try and make it look like I’m focused on the table in 
front of me, but he has this magnetic pull on me...and not 
just my eyes. 


| swear I feel the floor shake ever so slightly as he moves 
closer yet, and | imagine this beast of a man walking right 
up to me, grabbing me and taking me right here and now on 
this table that surely cost more than I'll make this entire 
year keeping his estate slash mansion slash villa slash 


whatever you call these gigantic quote unquote homes, that 
the uber wealthy live in. 


Gabriele’s elbow finds my side and | turn my head 
completely so there’s no doubt I’m not looking at Matteo. As 
| do | make eye contact with Gabriele, Matteo’s maid who I’m 
here to help, it’s clear to see her lips are pursed as she looks 
down her nose at me. 


You know what I told you, she mouths, and | shake my head. 


No eye contact. Mr. Milano must never be distracted from 
the constant plotting and scheming that’s going on in his 
head. | couldn’t even imagine running a multi-billion dollar 
empire in addition to juggling the idea that your adversaries 
are literally out to kill you twenty-four hours a day. 


At least the district attorney said Matteo’s business is over a 
billion dollars, although how could anyone actually verify 
that? | guess this house, which Zillow appraised at seventy- 
seven million dollars is a pretty good indicator that he’s in, 
or definitely approaching, ten figure territory...the three 
comma club. 


But like most things Matteo never speaks about his wealth, 
or anything at all for that matter. He didn’t even speak at 
my initial interview, just sat in his Italian leather chair in the 
corner and watched as Gabriele grilled me with question 
after question, making it clear to me that she had copies of 
my credit report and other personal data in front of her. 


| didn’t bother asking her how she came to obtain those, and 
| also didn’t bother asking myself why I didn’t run for the 
door the moment | realized what | was interviewing for. 
There was just something so...So primal...so interesting, 
about this whole situation. 


I’m a voracious reader and | like nothing more than when a 

character goes down the rabbit hole, although of course not 
in such a way where she’s too stupid to live. Call me crazy, 
but | actually feel safer inside the walls of Matteo’s castle. 


| don’t know if it’s the big, burly guards at the guard house... 
the metal detectors, or the constant surveillance, but in a 
weird way it’s reassuring. Out in the streets there are people 
darting every which way... pickpockets sizing you up on the 
bus, the subway, even just walking down the street. But 
here, | feel safe, yet alive. 


| feel calm in the sense that nothing’s going to happen to 
me...at least nothing that | don’t want. 


But what | don’t understand is why I’m having these 
fantasies about Matteo. Why am I suddenly attracted to 
such a bad boy? 


Maybe I’m naive. Maybe I’m just young and learning about 
myself. I’m not totally sure, but | know for a fact that I’ve 
never met anyone like him in my eighteen years. Imagining 
the boys my age or the teachers at school trying to compare 
themselves to someone like Matteo is a complete joke. 


Matteo brushes past me, and my breath quickens. | take in 
the scent of his cologne, and close my eyes so! can take a 
long, deep inhale of his woodsy scent. Is that Hugo Boss? | 
wouldn’t know. I’m not the kind of girl who can afford brand 
name scents at the perfume counter. And | certainly don’t 
know men’s scents. I’ve never even been kissed, except for 
that one time, but that doesn’t even count. My blood boils 
just thinking about it, and my trust is still damaged from 
what that boy did to me. 


I’ve already imagined Matteo ripping him apart limb from 
limb for what he did. And damn did it ever feel good, not 
just for the revenge factor but sexually as well. | had no 
idea how erotic violence could be, but then again I’ve 
learned a lot about life, and myself, in this first week that 
I’ve been in Matteo’s home. 


With Matteo now past me and continuing towards the 
kitchen, most likely, | don’t try and hide my wandering 
eyes. Even the man’s glutes are rock hard, his back wide 
enough that | could climb it like one of those indoor walls 
that rich people who can afford sports like that go to. 


It’s like the rest of the world melts away as | just take in the 
sight of him, and just as he leaves the room and enters the 
next he turns back and locks eyes with me for the first time 
ever. 


| freeze, feeling my cheeks heat and the sound of my 
trembling hand bouncing up and down on the table. 


Shit, Mandy... pull yourself together. 


There’s no doubt he can see me blushing, yet his expression 
doesn’t change one bit. His pupils dilate and | swear he’s 
looking at me like a feral wolf who hasn’t eaten in weeks and 
has come down out of the hills to claim something it can 
most certainly prey on...human flesh. 


What am I thinking? Curvy, introverted girls like me don’t 
attract men like Matteo. He can have anyone he wants. His 
body looks like it’s carved out of the same marble that 
makes up so much of his home. He even looks better than 
some of the statues that are strategically located throughout 
the home that I’m paid to polish each week. And he’s rich, 
and according to the press half of the world’s most famous 


heiresses, models, and actresses are trying their damndest 
to attract his attention...and the other half have given up 
after years of unsuccessfully trying. 


“Mandy! The polish is running off the edge of the table,” 
Gabriele scolds. 


The sound of her voice shocks me back into the moment. 
“You didn’t hear me the first two times?” she continues. 


Nope, | didn’t hear anything. Nothing else exists when | 
catch sight of Matteo. 


My eyes dart to the polish which is indeed running off the 
edge of the table, and | quickly look back towards Matteo... 
but he’s gone. 


It’s better that way, anyway. I’m ashamed of making a mess 
in his perfect home...and the last thing | want to do is get 
fired from this job. He pays well above market rates, not to 
mention if | lose this my prospects are pretty bleak. 


“Sorry. I’m really sorry,” | say as | lunge forward to grab the 
bottle to set it upright, but instead all | do is knock it 
forward. 


It rolls to the edge of the table and | dive for it. Everything 
seems like it’s in slow motion, just like in a movie, but 
instead of catching the bottle, the rest of its contents just 
spill all over me. 


“What’s gotten into you?” Gabriele questions, with a raised 
eyebrow as I lay there on the floor, covered in polish. 


It’s not what’s gotten into me, it’s what I can’t stop thinking 
about that | want to get into me. 


Him. 


“I'm fine. I’m just..| just could have used some more coffee 
this morning.” 


Gabriele just shakes her head at me. “It’s best if you go 
change into another uniform. You know Mr. Milano likes 
everything perfect and if he sees you like that he'll 
probably... well, | don’t even want to know what he might 
do.” 


“Okay,” | say and quickly get to my feet. 


“I'll fix this. Just..go,” she finishes, and | don’t waste 
another second. I’m embarrassed, knowing Matteo saw the 
first part of my clumsiness, but thankfully not my last. Not 
to mention I’ve angered Gabriele, who could technically end 
my employment with the snap of her fingers. 


If she knew the thoughts | was having about my boss, surely 
she’d end my employment on the spot. Gabriele is the exact 
opposite of me. She’s tall, slim and always looks like a 
million bucks... whether she’s in a maid outfit or not, even 
though I’ve only seen her out of her uniform once. There’s 
no doubt she has no trouble with men, as I do. | don’t mind. 
Landing this maid job has been a godsend. It doesn’t 
require me to put on a smiling face or pretend to be 
extroverted at all, something that many other jobs would. | 
thought about retail, but dismissed that thought 
immediately. Just the thought of dealing with people all day 
sent my anxiety through the roof. 


| quickly enter the employee area, and grab a uniform from 
the rack. | turn the shower nob, but no water comes out. | 
try the other direction... still nothing. 


| need to get cleaned up asap, but that’s going to be 
impossible without water. 


| grab a towel and dab it on my uniform, but it’s not 
helping...and the polish has already made its way through 
the fabric. The feel of it on my skin is weird and unsettling. 


| move to the sink and try the faucet. A blast of water 
splashes everywhere, before the faucet kicks like an engine 
trying to turn over, and then nothing. 


My mind races, remembering that Gabriele mentioned 
something about a plumber working in this part of the house 
today. 


Crap! l'Il need to go to another wing of the house if | want 
water during this window of a couple hours. At least water 
that isn’t splashed all over me right about now. 


With no time to waste, and wanting to get back to work asap 
to make sure | don’t lose this job, | hurry out of the employee 
area, pushing the door open quickly, my body following it 
forward immediately... until suddenly | come to a crashing 
halt. 


| start to fall backwards before a set of big hands grab me 
and pull me back upright. | don’t have to look up to know 
who’s standing right in front of me right now. 


It’s the brick wall known as Matteo. 


As | look up, | watch his eyes rake over my wet top and | feel 
my nipples harden instantly as his eyes fixate on my large 
chest. 


| want to say something, but | don’t trust myself to try and 
form a coherent thought right now... not to mention my 
mouth won’t open for the life of me. 


“Mandy,” he says, his voice like honey dripping off hot 
steel. “I was just coming to get you.” 


To get me? 


“The plumber’s left and we need to clean up the area where 
he performed his duties,” he says, his eyes slowly rising to 
meet mine. 


There are definitely some duties I’d like Matteo to perform 
on me right now. Maybe he could start with spanking me for 
all the mistakes I’ve made this morning, and we could move 
on from there. 


“Yes, sir,” | say, the words barely audible and | curse my 
voice box for failing me now. 


“Call me Matteo,” he replies, but the first thing Gabriele ever 
said to me bounces off the sides of my brain like a pinball 
machine. 


Don’t ever call him Matteo, even if for some crazy reason he 
says you can. 


“Yes... sir.” 


“| said...call me Matteo,” he demands as he just stands there 
awaiting my response. The only thing that’s missing is a 


teacher’s scolding and the words, “Let’s try again.” 
“Yes... Matteo.” 


His eyelids roll shut and his head tips back, his nostrils 
flaring as his grip on me tightens. 


His head leans back forward and his eyes slowly open as he 
exhales. 


“Say it again.” 
“Matteo?” | ask. 


He nods, as his body leans in closer and he inhales a whiff of 
my scent. 


He releases his white-knuckle grip on me and pivots on his 
heel and just walks off as if nothing happened... even though 
something sure as hell did happen. 


Now, it’s not just the top of my uniform that’s wet... but the 
middle too. 


CHAPTER 2 


Matteo 


| walk into the kitchen, and pour myself a big glass of water 
and downing it like a frat boy in a beer chugging contest. 


But I’m no boy. I’m a fucking man, and not that | ever need 
reminding of that, but damn... Mandy has awoken something 
primal inside me. 


| put the glass down and my hands find the sides of the sink 
as | lean forward, trying to catch my breath. 


| shake my head and look out the window and for the first 
time in my life | have a vision of children playing outside in 
the yard...my yard, our yard... our children. 


Fuck, this can’t be happening to me. I’m a societal outcast, 
a hardened criminal, and there’s no place in my life for 
weaknesses. 


But | know Mandy’s anything but. Just seeing her each and 
every day gives me so much damn strength. It’s like she’s 
become this drug that I’m addicted to, although I’ve never 
actually tried a drug in my life. | keep my head clear and my 
thoughts flowing smoothly...| don’t need any substances to 
cloud my judgment. 


And my judgment /s clear, crystal clear, when it comes to 
her. 


She will be mine. It’s only a matter of time, and I’m not 
about to waste much more of it. 


But first | need to calm down. That fucking moment we just 
had almost sent me over the edge... almost had me losing 
my self-control for the first time in my life. | had to get out 
of there before | took her right then and there. The way she 
looked in that wet top...fuck me. Or better yet, fuck her... 
because that’s exactly what I’m going to do to her. Claim 
her. Make her mine. 


Intentionally avoiding seeing her again | walk out of the 
kitchen and take the elevator upstairs to the surveillance 
control room. 


Without wasting a second | kick the door shut behind me 
and my ass finds the plush leather chair just as my back hits 
the back of it. 


| should be completely comfortable, although I’m anything 
but. 


| pull up the screens, shocked to see that Mandy is already 
back to work. The woman doesn’t even take a second to 
think about herself...only about me and doing a good job. A 
great job as a matter of fact. 


| should go down there and tell her to take a shower, or even 
take the rest of the day off after what happened. But 
instead my debaucherous mind, but only when it comes to 
her, pulls up the camera that shows Mandy as | put it into 
full screen mode, and then | have that same camera zoom in 
on that ass of hers. 


Damn, she is thick, and | want nothing more than to slam 
the fuck out of her from behind. Little frail girls? Nota 


chance. Never attracted to them. Those models on the 
runways in Milan need to take a visit or ten to Sicily and eat 
pizza for weeks on end in order to get to a respectable 
weight. | can’t stand a girl who barely eats, especially those 
model types, not to mention | consume food like a ravenous 
dog. 


| once heard it said best by a famous fashion designer in an 
Italian nightclub when a stick-thin model tried to give him 
advice on consumer fashion tastes in regards to his latest 
collection. “I refuse to discuss taste with a woman who 
reeks of empty stomach breath,” was his reply. 


And what | want to taste more than anything right now is 
that pretty, pink pussy of hers. Has it ever been touched? It 
better not have been. 


| damn near rip the joystick handle off, not realizing I’d even 
taken hold of it, let alone was gripping it so hard as | zoomed 
in on her as | watch her swivel her hips as she moves 
through my house cleaning. 


Our house. 


Damn, why am I so on edge? Why am I practically nervous 
sitting up here in this room by myself? I’ve been sent to do 
things that most men couldn’t fathom, and my hands have 
never remained anything but calm, ice water running 
through my veins. 


But when | watch her work? Hell, | can’t even control my 
breathing, let alone my grip. 


She’s the most adorably sexy woman I’ve ever laid eyes on, 
a real woman with real curves that would put a plus-sized 
model to shame. 


But it’s not just the physical. | watch the great attention to 
detail she takes cleaning and it only reinforces what | 
already know...she’d be amazing with my children... our 
children. 


She’d make everything perfect for them, and me. If she 
gives my home this much attention, imagine how much 
she’d give an actual living, breathing thing...our thing, our 
child. 


| have to let her know, but | Know she’s not going to just fall 
for my physical size and muscles like other women do. She 
doesn’t put herself out like that, and the challenge turns me 
on even more... makes her more irresistible to me. I’ve never 
faced a challenge like her... ever. 


My pulse quickens and my cock is hard as a rock in my 
trousers. This woman is doing things to me that I’ve never 
experienced before in all my thirty-seven years. | just want 
to go down there right now, pull her close to me and claim 
her as mine...and tell her so while I’m doing it. 


She doesn’t even have a choice at this point. She is mine. | 
just haven’t told her yet. 


| haven’t been able to think straight since she showed up 
that first day for the interview to be my maid. The minute 
she walked through that door all the other interviews were 
cancelled. | didn’t even care if she didn’t know how to 
clean. All | cared about was making her mine. The fact that 
she actually is an incredible worker who cares about my 
things, and my life is just one helluva bonus...and only 
reinforces my initial gut reaction of her. 


Perfection. 


| unzip my fly and strain to pull my pants down mid-ass so | 
can whip my throbbing cock out. The fucker is already 
harder than it’s ever been, and the top is covered in creamy 
pre-cum. Fuck, she’s turning me into a pathetic, horny 
sixteen-year-old or something along those lines. 


| slowly stroke my rod, watching her back straighten just 
before she bends over to dust off the pot of a plant. 


My vision blurs as | take in the sight of her in that bent over 
position, her feet spread wide as | imagine her bent over like 
that for me. Imagine my dick sliding inside her for the first 
time, making her mine once and for all and taking her away 
from the rest of the world, from other men who might look at 
her. And those same men who I'd be forced to rip their 
fucking eyeballs from their skull for even trying to take a 
glance at what’s mine. 


Mine. 

Always. 

| feel like I’m about to explode already. | told myself | wasn’t 
going to get this phallic victory. | told myself | wouldn’t 
please myself to her until she was mine for real and | was 


inside her... but | can’t take it anymore. 


| breathe in deep trying to prolong this feeling, but knowing 
I’m already close. 


I’ve got a white-knuckle death grip on my cock. | know it 
without even looking. And I know her virginal pussy is going 
to be just as tight. 


My pussy. 


| continue stroking envisioning making her mine...it’s only a 
matter of time after all. 


And once I get my release and I’m able to think straight for 


the first time since she arrived, I’m going to march down 
there and tell her who she belongs to. 


Or better yet... show her. 


CHAPTER 3 


Mandy 


“Why don’t you go clean the surveillance room real quick, 
and then you can use the upstairs shower to fix yourself up,” 
Gabriele suggests. 


“Good idea.” 


| take my supplies and make my way upstairs, my mind still 
on that run-in with Matteo...the way he looked at me with so 
much want in his eyes. 


But there’s just no way that was the case. He was shocked 
to see me in such a state, not aroused. But a girl can dream, 
right? 


| just need to stick to my job, and do it to the best of my 
abilities. 


| set my things down outside the surveillance room and 
prepare to type in the code, but before | can | see that the 
green light is on. That’s strange...that means the door must 
be unlocked. 


For some reason I’m feeling good right now, maybe it’s 
knowing that once I clean up this room real quick l'Il be in 
the shower, my hand between my legs thinking of Matteo 
and imagining that moment we had was real...that it was so 
much more. 


| start to whistle as | put my shoulder into the big heavy 
door and turn the handle, entering. 


Before | take in the sight of the room, | reach back and grab 
my cleaning supplies and then turn as I do, taking a step 
inside the room and letting the door shut behind me. 


Immediately the bucket falls from my hand, crashing to the 
floor. 


“Mandy!” Matteo groans, his dick in his hand as he’s laid 
back in that big leather chair at the control panel. 


“l'm... I’m so sorry!” | say, my torso turning to go but my feet 
feeling like they’re stuck in quicksand. 


My eyes initially locked onto his, but now I’m clearly dialed 
in on his gigantic cock. A thick vein leads up to a bulbous 
head which is absolutely flush with blood. Even from across 
the room, | can see the creamy tip, pre-cum glistening as it’s 
clear he’s damn near ready to blow his load. 


And what’s on the screen, blown up super big, is even more 
of a load to take in. 


It’s a picture of me, or more like a freeze frame, from what 
appears to be while | was cleaning. 


Did he...take a screenshot and then blow it up? 
Wait a second. He’s pleasuring himself to...? 
Impossible. 


“Look what you do to me?” he groans as he strokes his rod 
up and down. 


I want to ask, “Me?” I need some serious confirmation that 
this is really happening. There’s just no way. 


Matteo is breathing hard and he pumps faster as his eyes 
take me in like a piece of meat. 


Part of me, a very big part, wants to get out of this uniform 
and sit right on that dick of his, letting him spread me open, 
for the first time in my life. 


And the other part of me is absolutely terrified he’d break 
me in half, or more, with that thing he’s packing. 


“| better go!” 


| drop to my knees, quickly tossing my things back in the 
bucket and scurry out the door. 


| place my back against the wall just outside the door and 
take short, shallow breaths in through my mouth. 


What the hell am | supposed to do now. 


Without thinking | take the couple steps back to the door 
and say loudly, “I won’t tell anyone.” 


| know secrecy is paramount in Matteo’s life. And surely 
he’ll want to keep this a secret. 


“Everyone will know soon enough,” he growls loudly just 
before | hear the deep echo of his voice bounce off the walls 
inside as he’s very clearly reached climax. 


Everyone will know soon enough. What is that supposed to 
mean? 


| grab my things and make my way to the shower. At first | 
needed to clean myself up, and I still do. But now I need 
somewhere to hide and process all this. 


And the upstairs bathroom down the hall is the only option 
I’ve got. 


CHAPTER 4 


Matteo 


| unload the biggest load of my life, feeling the hot jets of 
liquid spray into the palm of my other hand as I try and 
catch it all. 


It’s pointless. There’s just too much. 


Being so damn close to finishing and then Mandy actually 
walking in was too much to take. My body immediately 
went into breeding mode, needing to fill her with my seed. 
Claim her. Make her mine. 


Forever. 


| recline in my chair, my head finding the back wall of the 
room as | try and catch my breath. 


She will be mine, and just like | told her the whole world will 
know soon enough. 


Now that | know I’ve found the one, not that | was even 
looking, I’m going to parade her around with pride so 
everyone can see she’s mine. 


Then again, fuck that. I’m going to keep her locked up here, 
just for me. Barefoot and pregnant, making me babies while 
| make sure she never wants for anything. 


She’s going to be so thoroughly fucked for the rest of her life 
she won’t even be able to sit down, or walk, half the days of 


the week. 


Once | have her for the first time it’s only going to open up 
the floodgates for all the ways | want to claim her. 


Every orifice will be mine...every day. Always. 

I’m not ashamed she caught me pleasuring myself, and 
especially not that she caught me doing it to a screenshot of 
her. 


Now she knows. She’s the one, the only one. 


Mine all mine. 


CHAPTER 5 


Mandy 


The warm water rushes over my body as my hand 
immediately goes straight for my pussy. 


| rub my fingers through my slit as my eyes close, taking me 
back to that moment when Matteo had his cock out, 
pleasuring himself to me. 


Now it’s my turn. 


As Matteo’s maid, it’s my job to keep his house clean. But 
right now all my thoughts are dirty...oh, so dirty. 


Before | even know what’s happening | slide one finger in, 
followed by another as I imagine they are his cock. 


As hard as | try, my mind knows how big, thick, and massive 
his rod really is...and two of my fingers don’t come close to 
comparing. 


But it’s enough, and suddenly my body is convulsing as my 
mouth flies open and no sound comes out. 


My back arches, and my body jerks again just before my 
forehead finds the tiles of the shower wall. 


The water washes away the evidence of my need for Matteo, 
but nothing can ever hide the truth... our secret...the one he 
says he’s going to share with the world. 


Good, because | want him, and knowing that he wants me 
means this can really be real. 


But | don’t want some short-term fling. | mean I do, but I’m 
not accepting that. 


If he wants me now, then he needs to want me forever. And 
not just want me...to need, to need me always. 


Matteo may have it all, and be the perfect guy, but I’m not 
about to sell myself short for a fling. 


| may read dirty books and dream of those fantasies, but 
deep down l'm still a romantic at heart. 


| want it all, or nothing. 


How much is Matteo willing to give? 


CHAPTER 6 


Mandy 
The next day 


My fingers strum my thigh as my foot taps the floorboard of 
the bus. | scratch my other forearm and wiggle in my seat. 


Today’s evaluation day and I’m due to meet with Matteo first 
thing in the morning. I’m nervous enough when | take the 
bus each morning to his home, and then walk the last 
quarter of a mile to its secluded location, but today the 
pressure is turned up to eleven...on a scale of ten. 


Make that one hundred. 


| changed outfits over a dozen times this morning as | darted 
from my tiny closet to the mirror in the other part of my 
studio apartment, with the one window that looks right into 
the side of a fence... two feet away. 


It’s hard enough to breathe there with the lack of air 
circulating, but today was worse. | couldn’t catch my breath 
this morning and | sure as heck can’t catch it now, despite 
the bus doors opening and closing and gusts of air coming 
in and slapping me in the face. 


| thought sitting by the doors would help, but deep down | 
knew maybe | made that decision in case | decided to 
suddenly jump off and run back home. 


Something inside tells me this can’t be real. | hate to bea 
pessimist, but it’s hard not to be when even your own 
parents abandoned you as a baby. 


Growing up in foster care wasn’t easy, and trusting people 
even harder. 


Can | really trust Matteo, or will he try and pump and dump 
me, as the boys say? Geez, | really hate that expression... 
and would hate it even more if it happened to me. 


| guess the good thing is that since | wear a maid’s uniform, 
the clothes | choose to wear into work aren’t so important. 
Then again, | know Matteo has surveillance cameras almost 
everywhere, and after yesterday it’s very clear he pays very 
close attention to them. 


Seeing myself bent over on his screen is still a shock to me. 


My ass looked so big, but I’m not gonna lie...| did feel like it 
was kinda hot, especially in the maid outfit and all. 


| let out a small giggle thinking how people heart an image 
on Instagram these days when they like something. Matteo 
isn’t the social media type, for obvious reasons, but he sure 
found a way to show that he liked that picture of me 
yesterday...the picture | didn’t know he was taking, or liking, 
until | inadvertently interrupted him. 


The bus comes to a stop and | almost forget to jump off. 
That was fast. 


A wave of panic furrows my brow as the bus pulls away and | 
begin the walk to his house. 


A few minutes later I’m there, early as usual, yet | don’t see 
anyone at the guardhouse. 


That’s strange. 


| take a deep breath, feeling like a bit of an idiot for getting 
here so early. 


Then, out of nowhere, my self-consciousness kicks in and | 
start to question why on earth I’m even here in the first 
place. Cinderella stories don’t happen in real life. I’m just 
the girl that does the cleaning, the girl who was abandoned 
as ababy. | don’t get a happy ending. Even the 
psychologist that they tried to make me work with told me 
that the biggest problem with “people like me” is that pain 
and suffering is what | know, and it’s what l'Il return to even 
when things are going great. Counterintuitively, pain is my 
safe place...at least pain in the form of isolation, complete 
solitude, and burying myself in books with a pint or two of 
Ben & Jerry’s nearby. 


Matteo has his choice of any woman he wants. Why in the 
world would he choose me, and what made me think he 
would, despite what he said yesterday? 


Guys will say anything when they want to get laid. | need to 
just chill out and see this for what it is... most likely nothing. 


But dammit if something tells me this just could be. 


“You're early,” a familiar, deep voice rumbles through the 
speaker of the guardhouse, causing me to jump. 


“Good morning...Matteo,” | say, still adjusting to calling him 
by his first name. Then again, I’m adjusting to speaking to 
him at all. “I didn’t want to be late.” 


“Good, because | want as much time with you as I can get,” 

he states, as the single door by the guard shack that’s there 
for people, not cars, to pass through, opens. “And I’ve been 
waiting.” 


| step through, Knowing he’s watching me. 


My steps are short and tense, despite my attempts for them 
to be anything but, as | make my way up the long, winding 
drive. 


My heart rate quickens and | feel my hands ball into fists as | 
approach the front of the king’s castle about thirty seconds 
later. The crinkle of the bottom of my shoes on the concrete 
beneath me, the only sound other than my breathing. My 
breath is short, and becoming more and more intense... and 
it’s not from the walk. 


It’s him, and the way he’s standing there as if he truly has 
been waiting for me this entire time. 


He’s decked out in a suit, that undoubtedly is custom made 
to fit his broad shoulders which V-taper into a much thinner 
waist, yet still a tree trunk in its own right. 


“Sorry for being early,” | apologize, but he just shakes his 
head. 


“It’s a good trait to have. | wish more people were more 
considerate of others time, and thoughtful, like you are.” 


“I know time is important to you, so | try.” 


“You don’t try, you do,” he continues, as he extends his hand 
towards me to escort me up the front steps. “It’s one of the 


many things | like about you. You’re observant. You put 
others first... which is one of the reasons | Know you’re going 
to be a great mother.” 


“Mother?” 


“Mother,” he repeats as if it’s the most natural thing in the 
world to say to an eighteen-year-old girl who can barely 
afford to pay her own bills and manage her own life, let 
alone the life of someone so small, fragile, and completely 
reliant on me to survive. “I love a woman who's responsible, 
dependable, and as beautiful as you are,” he says, and | can 
damn near feel his warm breath on me in the cool morning 
air as he pulls me up the steps, closer to him. 


| swallow hard. “Beautiful? I haven’t heard that in... 
forever.” 


“Well, get used to it, because forever is exactly how long I’m 
going to be reminding you of just how beautiful you are.” 


There’s trying too hard and then there’s this, which is the 
complete opposite. There’s just something about Matteo 
and the way he just states things as if they’re facts, even 
though | know they’re completely fabrications. | am 
certainly not beautiful. Although the world has embraced 
plus sized women, thank god, I’m still a far cry from being in 
a Sports Illustrated’s Swimsuit Issue or doing anything 
related to my looks. 


“I wouldn’t say that,” | reply, instinctively, even though 
Matteo does make me feel beautiful. 


“| would. | did. And I will continue to. It’s not up for 
debate.” 


He hasn’t let my hand go yet and | feel my palms start to 
sweat. “Thank you. Maybe it’s just because you've never 
seen me out of uniform.” 


His eyes rake over my body, and the phrase “out of uniform” 
clearly takes on a whole new meaning. 


| feel the peaks of my nipples stiffen as his hooded eyes 
telegraph his desires. 


“Right this way,” he says, as he turns, still holding my hand, 
as he escorts me in through the front. 


“Security doesn’t start this early?” | ask, trying to break the 
ice. The idea of throwing something out about the cold 
didn’t seem appropriate considering | didn’t want to make 
excuses for the very visible reaction to him from my chest, 
combined with the fact that | felt like my skin was on fire. 
Cold, is about as inappropriate a way to describe my body 
temperature, and from the pulse I can detect in his hand, as 
a word there is. 


He holds the door open for me and | enter first, putting a 
little extra swing in my hips as he releases my hand as | walk 
through. Instantly | miss the warmth that radiates from him, 
and cold suddenly would seem appropriate if it wasn’t for 
the heat I’m generating myself. 


“| asked security to step aside so | could greet you 
personally this morning.” 


“Oh,” | say, taking in the scent of his home. My word is part 
the reaction to his confession of wanting to be here for me 
on his own, and part the incredible smell of a woodsy vanilla, 
if that’s even possible, which is tingling in my nostrils. 


| turn back to keep my focus on him and my eyes lock on to 
the words tattooed on his arm. | want to know what they 
say, but the timing isn’t right to ask. 


| love the way he’s dressed up so prim and proper, yet the 
bad boy is always there...in his tone of voice, his tattoos, 
and his mannerisms. 


You can take the mafia man out of Italy, but you can’t take 
the Italian mafioso out of the man. 


“So...Gabriele’s not here either?” 


“| gave her the day off,” he says, moving closer yet. “l 
wanted to get your opinion on a few things.” 


“Um...0k. What did you need help with?” 
“Everything.” 
“Everything?” 


“Related to my home, yes. I’ve decided it needs a woman’s 
touch...a very special woman's touch.” 


“It seems perfect to me,” | say, but being that | spend a third 
of my day here, there’s no denying my mind has already 
thought of things Il’d change, rearrange, and other creature 
comforts I’d add if | were to live here. Not that that’s ever 
going to be a possibility, | think, trying to subdue my 
excitement for Matteo’s words. I’m still not even officially 
past my probationary period at this point. | could get 
canned at any moment, although considering the type of 
man | work for I’m sure | could get canned in a lot of ways at 
anytime. And by canned, | mean whacked. 


It should scare me, but it doesn’t. It just energizes me... 
gives me that adrenaline rush, that thrill, that spark, that | 
never knew | needed... until him. 


“In other words...if you lived here, this is exactly how you'd 
have it?” 


“Yeah,” | lie, and his b.s. detector must go off instantly 
because he looks down at me as one eyebrow raises. 


“Ok, maybe not exactly, but | don’t live here so | don’t really 
have any right to—” 


My words are greeted with his powerful palm. “You have 
every right, because you do live here now.” 


“But |...don’t?” | question, but it’s kind of a statement. My 
head cocks to the side and | raise an eyebrow of my own. 


“I know where you live, Amanda.” Saying my full name like 
that sends chills up my spine. “You deserve better.” 


“My place is fine for my needs,” | defend. 


“Maybe for your needs,” he says, the tip of his finger finding 
the bottom of my chin and | feel my knees wobble a bit. 
“But what about for your wants?” 


Damn, he’s good. “Well, we all want what we can’t have, 
right?” | ask, as my eyes subconsciously track across his lips 
and then down over his thick neck and across the part of his 
exposed chest which is peeking out from underneath his 
white button down. 


“Who says you can’t have it all?” 


“It’s just...a fact of life for someone like me.” 
“Someone like you? There is no one else like you.” 
“You're just saying that.” 

“Am I?” 

| don’t respond. 


“I’ve been around the world more times than I can count. 
I’ve dined with royalty, and I’ve rolled in the mud with the 
lowest of the lowlifes. My life is no secret, and I’m sure you 
know what it entails. Anyone can pick up a gossip mag from 
the newsstand right now and get a general idea of who | am, 
even though ninety percent of what’s written is completely 
fabricated to sell newspapers, magazines, and products on 
those damn Internet blogs, or whatever they’re called.” 


| can’t help but smile that he’s not one hundred percent sure 
that a blog is indeed called a blog. | have a feeling he 
doesn’t have many blogs bookmarked on his computer, not 
that he seems to use personally identifiable electronics from 
what I’ve seen. To Matteo advances in technology are 
probably celebrated as ways to increase security and reduce 
transparency, not the other way around. 


“Maybe a few more plants could liven the place up,” | say, 
trying to change the subject, despite the fact that two of his 
fingertips still grace my chin as delicately as if he’s holding 
the petal of a precious flower. 


“That makes sense. | like the idea of creating life with you.” 


| swallow hard again, and my throat isn’t the only thing that 
clenches. | feel my pussy clamp down as if it’s trying to milk 


out seed from his cock, like my subconscious is even pissed 
that he wasted some yesterday by shooting it in his 
surveillance room and not filling me with it, getting me that 
much closer to being a mother already. 


What in the hell is wrong with me? What am I thinking? 
What has gotten into my head? 


And when will the part of him that | want the most right now 
get into my midsection? 


My eyes look down and | see his need clear as day, his 
trousers bulging and pulsing. 


“There’s going to be a mess to clean up if you’re not 
careful,” | blurt out without thinking. 


“No there won't.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Because | know your greedy little pussy is going to drink 
down everything | give it, not spilling a drop of what | have 
to offer. | know your body wants mine just as much as | want 
yours, and more importantly | know we have a connection 
that goes beyond the physical.” 


“And how do you know that?” 


“The way you carry yourself. The fact that you’re alone in 
this world, just like me. Not anymore.” 


“How do I carry myself? And who says I’m alone? I’m not,” | 
lie, trying to act like I’m tougher than | am. 


“You're tough. You’re resilient. | see these characteristics in 
you because | see the same ones in me. You put up a wall to 
keep others out, just as! do. You just do it in a different 
way. I’ve been fortunate. I’ve worked hard, and it’s allowed 
me to put up the actual physical walls that surround my 
property in addition to the metaphoric ones | constructed 
years ago. You clean houses by choice. It’s a way to look 
into the lives of others without having to speak, or deal with 
people as you would if you worked in an office or in, for 
example, retail. It gives you just enough human interaction 
time, even though it doesn’t really count as that, to get you 
out of the house and feel human. If not, you’d lock yourself 
in a room and pursue something like being an author, which 
would alienate you even more...and you don’t want that. 
You took this job because you still have hope there’s 
someone out there who understands you. Well | more than 
understand you, because I’m just like you.” 


“What makes you so sure about that?” | counter, latching 
onto his last words. 


“It’s as plain as day to someone who’s the same... Someone 
who went through what you’ve gone through and recognizes 
all the signs. You don’t have to live life alone like | did, first 
and foremost because | won’t allow it.” 


“Says who?” 
“Says me, that’s fucking who.” 


The idea that | questioned him shocks him as much as it 
does me, but he doesn’t get aggressive about it. Again, it’s 
just like he’s stating facts. Does the man even understand 
how to ask a question, at least one that’s not a statement in 
disguise? 


“And what If | don’t want... this,” | say, my eyes looking 
around. Well, if he could read me before then he can surely 
read me now because | don’t need a mirror to know my 
pupils are dilating at the idea that | could live here, be a part 
of all this. 


“Oh you do, just as much as | want you... need you.” 


“Coming on a bit strong, are we?” I'm feeling confident for 
some reason that | can’t put my finger on. And just like that 
his two fingers drop from my chin. 


“Always,” he growls. “I’m aman who knows what he wants 
and | don’t stop until I get it. And | won’t stop until | have 
you as mine... always.” 


| don’t say anything, just taking in the look of someone so 
serious, SO possessed, so out of his mind that it’s beyond 
comprehension. There’s no need to even try and process it. 
All | can do is feel, and boy does it ever feel right. 


And even if | wanted to reply, | can’t, because as a self- 
described man who knows what he wants, Matteo leans right 
back in and without wasting a second his lips claim mine for 
the first time... hard. 


CHAPTER 7 


Matteo 


The taste of her lips is the sweetest thing in the world, and | 
can only imagine how sweet that flower between her legs is. 


Slow down, Matteo. 


Her plump lips are overwhelming and my dick thumps 
against the fabric of my pants, demanding to be freed. 


But I’m lost in her taste, and the way her body melts into 
mine so much that | feel her knees give out. 


| easily catch her by the hips and scoop her up in my arms 
and for a moment we're both at a loss for words. 


Me staring into her baby blue eyes as deep as the 
Mediterranean, and her staring into my hazel eyes which 
hold many secrets, but none when it comes to her. 

Looking at her makes me feel so damn honest, open, and 
makes me want to be a better man...the best man | can be, 
not only for her but for our unborn children. 


Soon. We'll have a family soon. | grit my teeth at the 
thought, but she misreads my body language. 


“You can put me down. | know I’m heavy.” 


“Light as a feather.” 


“Right,” she says sarcastically. “Then why are you gritting 
your teeth?” 


“Because I’m trying to hold back everything | feel for you 
right now. Trying to contain just how badly | want you. 
Trying to bite my tongue so I don’t scare you off with my 
words any more than | probably already have. On the one 
hand | don’t care and | want to tell you everything ina 
single second. That’s not possible of course, not to mention 
my mind is racing at the possibilities of everything we could 
do together today. Everything we will do together today.” 


“| have a feeling you’re not talking about my evaluation,” 
she smirks. 


“All this and a great sense of humor too?” 
“You bring it out in me.” 


“And it’s time for me to show you what you bring out in me, 
and bring it out so you can see first hand.” 


“Would that be...” Her hand reaches down and grabs my 
shaft. “Oh my, god. Where are we going to fit all of that?” 


“Where it belongs. Inside you.” 

“|... have to tell you something.” 

“Whatever it is it doesn’t matter. Whatever's in your past | 
don’t care. | only care about us, our future, our life 
together.” 

Her soft curves pressing against my rock hard body feel so 


natural, just as she does in my arms. She’s soft, as a woman 
should be. But she’s not a woman. She’s my woman. 


It’s taking every ounce of willpower I’ve got not to carry her 
into my bedroom right now and go complete caveman on 
her. Hell, something primal inside me wants to drag her by 
her hair and beat my chest while I do it. She hits that deep 
of a cord within me. 

But | can tell by the look on her face something’s wrong. 


“It’s not so much about what’s in my past, as what isn’t,” she 
says through pursed, apologetic looking, lips. 


| pause, and that look of concern on her face is one | want to 
wipe away for the rest of time. | only ever want to see her 
smiling for the rest of her life. And I’m going to do 
everything in my power to make sure that happens... exactly. 
“You're a... ?” 

She nods. 

“Say it.” | have to hear the word from her lips. 


“A...a Virgin.” 


| suck in a deep breath of air through clenched teeth, the 
sound clearly audible. 


“Say the other words.” 
“What words?” She looks confused. 
“What does that make you?” 


| can see the gears of her mind cranking as she solves my 
riddle, but she nails it quickly. “Yours. Yours and only 


yours.” 


My head falls back and | exhale hard before breathing in 
again. 


Lucky | don’t have plants already in my house or else the 
extra oxygen alone would be enough for me to pass out 
right now. 


I’m lightheaded at her confession, in the best of ways. Even 
so, | would never do anything that allows her to feel harm... 
most certainly not drop her. She weighs next to nothing 
anyway. Hell, | curl barbells to one hundred reps every 
morning the second | get out of bed...and those weigh twice 
as much as she does. It pisses me off that the media, and 
corporations, have spent years telling women to starve 
themselves to please a man. Yeah, sure, maybe that works 
for some, but not me. 

l'm a real man, and | need nothing less than a real woman. 
“Damn right you’re mine. Mine and mine alone.” 

“Just like you’re mine,” she agrees. 


“It’s time to show you just how much you belong to me, how 
you've always belonged to me.” 


“Can we...slow things down a bit?” 
“I'm not sure if | can when it comes to you,” | confess. 
“Boss, sorry to interrupt, but we’ve got a problem.” 


“What was that?” 


“My phone. It’s set so that if something urgent happens, 
that specific member of my security detail goes on speaker 
phone.” 

“Maybe it’s a sign.” 


“A sign that someone is about to feel my full wrath for 
making me wait to have you.” 


She smiles, but I’m not playing around. 

Gently | place her feet back on the ground. “If you go in the 
kitchen l'Il send someone in to prepare something or you 
can order delivery, anything you want.” 

“Someone to prepare something?” 

“A chef.” 

“A chef? You say it like you have more than one.” 

| shrug my shoulders. 

“You do!” 


“I like to eat, and I’m a big boy.” 


“Oh, you’re not a boy at all. | Know what boys are and | have 
no use for them. You’re a man...all man.” 


“And you’re going to see exactly what that entails, as soon 
as | put out this fire.” | pause, “And then we can tend to this 
one,” | say fisting my cock through my trousers. 


“Promise?” she teases. 


“You're a naughty little girl, Mandy.” 
“Good, because | know what happens to naughty girls.” 
“They get...” 


“Spanked,” we say in unison, our faces breaking out into 
smiles. 


| grab her face with both hands and claim her mouth again, 
just so she remembers who she belongs to, before | turn and 
take off for the other room so I can find out what the hell is 
going on. 


As areal man I’m not going to burden her with any troubles 
from my life, no matter how big or small. 


And this problem is going to be solved fast, because | don’t 
have time to be kept waiting. 


Not now, and not ever...when it comes to having her. 


CHAPTER 8 


Mandy 
How in the world is this happening? 


Matteo is expertly navigating his new Range Rover through 
traffic after dropping off a package, or “making a quick 
delivery” as he called it, and now we're headed to | don’t 
know where. 


My entire body feels tight, and it feels like a shark is biting 
into my neck and upper back the tension is so thick. 


As | sit in the passenger seat it’s apparent just how large 
Matteo really is. Watching his thick fingers on his big mitt 
maneuver the stick shift is like watching art being made...in 
the most masculine of ways. 


| could practically curl up in a ball and take a nap in my 
seat, like a puppy in a basket, yet his head practically 

scrapes the roof. He towers over me, and I’ve never felt 
smaller, or more petite, next to anyone in my entire life. 


My palms grip my knees as he stares ahead, not saying a 
word, until finally we pull up to what looks like a luxury 
apartment building. 


“Another quick delivery?” | ask. 


“Not this time.” 


Almost instantaneously a young man comes running around 
and stands at attention like he’s a uniformed soldier as 
Matteo steps out of the car and tosses him the key before 
moving to my side and opening my door. 


“Will you be needing your car washed today, Mr. Milano?” 


“No thank you, Jack,” he replies and leads me to the front 
where another man opens the door as we approach. 


“What are we doing here?” 

“Taking in the view,” he says nonchalantly. 

“But... doesn’t someone live here?” 

“I live here... we live here.” 

“Wee” 

“Wait to make decisions until you see the view.” 

But the reality is | don’t know if | have any decision making 
power in this process. First and foremost because Matteo’s 
already got his mind set on me, and my body, and my mind 
is screaming this is absolutely the one for me. 

We take the elevator up, which shoots up like a rocket from 
Cape Canaveral the moment he taps his keycard against the 
pad, and when we hit the top floor labeled “P” it doesn’t 
take a rocket scientist to know we're at the penthouse. 
Stepping out right onto his floor, my mouth hits the floor. 


“You live here?” | ask, as if his first confirmation wasn’t 
enough. 


“We, not me.” 
“It’s unbelievable and a little over the top.” 


| move around the big living room practically spinning like 
Julie Andrews in The Sounds of Music. As | look up | see 
glass ceilings, which partially explains why I’m in sucha 
good mood. The sun just radiates warmth and happiness. 


There are sculptures of strong warriors throughout the house 
yet strangely enough none of them are as chiseled as the 
man standing not far from me, taking in the sight of me 
getting used to my surroundings with a smirk planted firmly 
on his face. 


If this was a hotel | couldn’t even afford one night with a 
year of my salary, yet Matteo is telling me he lives here? 
That we live here? 


There’s floor to ceiling glass windows, a glass ceiling, but the 
most important piece of glass is the imaginary slipper that 
feels so real. 

The last time | got carried away with feelings about a guy it 
resulted in an absolutely horrible situation that left me 
questioning humanity after the trick that was played on me. 
Not this time. As much as I’m waiting for the rug to be 
pulled out from underneath me | know this is real. Matteo is 
a man, not some high school jerk. 

“How do you feel about your new place?” 

“| have this weird anxiety that tells me to get to work.” 


“To get to work?” His eyebrow shoots up. 


“lam your maid, after all, and this is one of your properties. 
| should be cleaning it. 


“What you should be doing is spending the rest of the day 
with your feet up in a bubble bath getting pampered and 
massaged.” 


“Wouldn’t that be nice?” 


“For both of us,” he says, as his hands find my shoulders. | 
hadn't even realized he’d covered the distance between us 
as l’d turned just a couple seconds earlier to take in the view 
of the skyline. “Are you...nervous?” he continues, probably 
noticing the tension in my neck and shoulders, which is 
quickly melting away. 


“I'm just..this is just a lot to take in, but I’m ok.” 


The fact of the matter is that I’m far from ok. As his fingers 
knead the knots out of my shoulders like a baker kKneads 
dough, | feel my panties dampen and wonder if he’s 
interested in adding a swimming pool to his penthouse 
condo. I’m nervous at just how wet I’m getting and how fast 
it’s happening. 


“You're a lot more than okay,” his deep baritone words 
promise in a suddenly thick Italian accent. “You're perfect, 
and you’re mine.” 


| try to pivot in his grip, and realize | can’t until he eases up 
on the pressure. 


“You really do have it all, Matteo.” 


“I thought I did until | met you, and now | realize | never had 
anything, and now...| have everything.” 


| want to melt into his arms right here, and my knees are 
already feeling weak, but I try and just go with his words as 
if they're not the most romantic thing I’ve ever heard... and 
from a man from Rome no less. At least that’s what the 
Internet says. He’s still very much a mystery to me and | 
need to get some questions answered. 


“What happened back there?” 
“Back where?” 
“When we made that delivery.” 


He continues massaging my shoulders as he faces me, his 
eyes locked on mine, but he narrows his gaze, apparently to 
let me know how serious the words he’s about to speak are, 
and how much weight they carry. 


“Look, | am who lam. I’ve been this way for all of my thirty- 
seven years. It started out as a way to survive, but now it’s 
a way to thrive.” 


“So you are... you know?” 


“Mafia? Yes, but it’s a lot different these days than The 
Godfather, Goodfellas, and even The Sopranos. Technology 
has changed the world so drastically these last ten years.” 


“Tell me about it,” | say, thinking about all the girls my age 
who are losing their virginity so young through apps like 
Tinder. How can you just give away something like that to a 
guy who just swiped on your picture and snuck you a beer or 


two while you were underage, only never to see him again? 
| don’t get it. 


“The way things work these days is like this... your accounts 
get frozen, you get put on restricted travel lists or they just 
shut down your passport all together. Everything is done by 
the press of a button, not the squeezing of a trigger. You 
don’t have to look a man in the eye anymore when you're 
about to end his business, or his life.” 


The reality, and the fear that quickly comes, cause me to 
tense up. 


“Is there a chance I could still get targeted? Maybe even 
shot or harmed?” 


“Never. One because | wouldn’t allow it.” He pauses. “You 
don’t get to the top in my chosen lifestyle without being 
paranoid. See that glass,” he says, pointing to the floor to 
ceiling windows. 


“How could I not? It’s the window to the best view in the 
city, and certainly the best view I’ve ever seen.” 


“And it’s also reinforced glass stronger than the kind they 
use in the cars that carry the pope.” 


“You're joking?” 
“Do | look like I’m joking?” 


| realize how juvenile my question was, but Matteo just rolls 
with the punches and doesn’t get angry. He may be tough, 
and a bit of a mean mugger at times, but it’s always 
controlled, and that’s what I like. There’s a method to his 
madness, and he’s never reckless. 


This whole place, while stunning, is planned to theT. It’s all 
military grade construction. We could withstand a whole 
helluva lot, literally an attack, and there’s even a private 
elevator to exit the building from that the guards don’t even 
know about. 


“You're like a real life James Bond.” 


“And there is a helipad on top in case the elevator isn’t the 
best solution.” 


“So what about that delivery?” | continue, still wanting a 
direct answer. 


“That was cash, not drugs or anything nefarious. Look...one 
of my captains ran into some trouble and of course I'd do 
anything for my people.” 


“But you seemed so angry. It was just over a payment?” 

“It was more than that, but | would never bother my woman 
with other parts of my business. It was a rare case where 
someone needed to be dealt with, and | made the call to 
deal with him in a way that results in swift finality.” 

“Swift finality?” 

Matteo says nothing, not that he needs to. 

“Even with all the technology and new ways of doing things 
sometimes you just have to go old school. We are still 
people, and messages need to be sent.” He pauses. “At the 
end of the day, this leopard isn’t about to change his spots.” 


“Good, because | don’t want you to.” 


“And you know what | want? You,” he says and his lips come 
crashing down on mine but my hands find his chest and | 
push back. 

“What’s wrong?” 


“I still want to Know what I’m getting myself into here. No 
drugs you said?” 


“Correct.” 
“So what do you deal in, then?” 
His eyes move across the room. “Real estate.” 


“I'd heard about the mafia being entrenched in real estate 
deals.” 


“Maybe there was some truth to it,” he smirks. 


“So nobody... you know, dies. You’re not out there killing 
people?” 


“If someone even thought of harming you, or anyone in my 
family, l’'d end them immediately.” 


“Swift finality?” 

“Exactly.” 

“So you are—” 

“What |I am is aman who doesn’t take bullshit from anyone, 


especially in regards to those closest to me. Someone came 
at my captain so | made sure it would never happen again. 


Me? | can fend for myself and | have no worries about that. 
What | worry about is the sheep in my herd. | may be a wolf, 
but | watch my sheep, and l'Il rip the throat out of any 
wannabe wolf who comes howling at my herd.” 


“So you're a businessman who deals in real estate with 
kickbacks and things like that?” 


“That’s the tip of the iceberg.” 
“So there’s more?” 


“You're young, and your naivety is a beautiful thing. The 
way you see the world is the way everyone should, but the 
reality is things aren’t so black and white. There is a lot of 
gray area...a lot. There are law enforcement individuals we 
work with... politicians, all kinds of people who society might 
hold in high regard or previously thought didn’t dirty their 
hands. Well, just because you wear a uniform or get elected 
to hold an office, or whatever the case may be, doesn’t mean 
you're not still just a person who’s trying to feed his family 
at the end of the day.” He pauses. “| talk about gray areas 
in matters like this, but when it comes to me and my people, 
and more importantly and especially you, there is no gray 
area. Our future couldn’t be more black and white, and is 
crystal clear to me. You’re mine, and the thoughts and 
feelings | have for you will never waiver. Never. When I say 
you're mine, that means I’m equally yours. Forever.” 
Another pause. “Two weeks ago I was thinking of putting my 
estate on the market, and already had it photographed and 
ready to list. Imagine how serious a step it was for me to 
take photographs of my home. Photographs that literally 
provide the layout to where | live, which could be accessed 
by any potential “buyer.” The point is, | was ready to get rid 
of it and spend all my time here. But then you came into my 
life, right when I was starting to be sure that my time to find 


the one had passed me by. It just wasn’t meant to be. But 
now? Now I know that there’s no way l'Il ever sell that 
estate, and | already took the pictures back. Pictures which | 
hadn’t handed over yet and which were shot by one of my 
guys so nothing about our home has been compromised. 
And that’s exactly why | won’t sell now... because it’s our 
home. There’s a yard where children can run free, chasing 
each other while their puppies nip at their heels. Just the 
thought of it gives me goosebumps, and as you can guess 
I’m not one to get emotional very often.” 


“| don’t know what to say.” 
“Just tell me who you belong to. That’s all you have to Say.” 


My mind is still racing trying to process everything that’s 
just come at me at one hundred miles an hour, but he was so 
clear and articulate that it’s not like it’s some big mystery. 
Matteo is a bad guy by societal standards, but he’s the best 
man I’ve ever met by mine. Not only that, this “bad guy” in 
public perception, deals closely with a lot of “good guys” it 
seems. The line between good and bad is much fuzzier than 
| knew, but what | know more than anything is there is no 
fuzziness, no gray area, when it comes to the way he feels 
about us...and the way that | feel about him. 


“I’m yours.” 


“Damn right you are,” he says, as | feel his arms slide down 
my body, scooping me up as his mouth claims mine. 


CHAPTER 9 


Matteo 


Electricity shoots through my body, causing my cock to 
twitch and my heart to hammer in my ribcage. 


“Do you know how sexy you are? Do you know how much 
willpower it took for me to wait this long to claim you?” 


“How much?” she playfully asks as | carry her to the 
bedroom. 


“Every. Single. Ounce.” Her breath comes and goes in 
ragged spurts, the playfulness gone as surely she sees the 
hunger in my eyes and knows |’m at the end of my rope 
when it comes to my willpower. “I’ve wanted you from the 
minute | saw you, but | needed to know you wanted this 
too...just as much as | do.” 


“I do, it’s just... things like this don’t happen to women like 
me.” 


“| said it before and l'Il say it again. There are no other 
women in the universe like you. So in that way, you’re 
correct. Being that you’re one of a kind, nothing that’s 
about to happen to you now, or forever, will be like 
something that happens to... women like you, because you 
are the one and only. The original. They truly broke the 
mold when they made you.” 


“Broke the mold, huh?” 


“Damn right, and now it’s going to take everything | have 
not to break you.” 


“Do it. | want to feel your power.” | adjust her in my grip so 
she can feel my cock pressing against her. The corners of 
her mouth turn up into a sly smile. “All of it. | want to feel 
all of it.” 


Her demands make me crave her like a sailor stranded at sea 
for months on end craves fresh water. | damn near can’t 
even make it to the bedroom, wanting to just take her right 
here and now on the floor, but that’s not how you treat a 
princess... my princess. 


| grip her harder, my lower hand squeezing her globes and a 
small gasp escapes her as | take in the softness of her ass. 
Good, thanks to that ass of hers I’m going to be able to 
really let loose and give her the full force of my thrusts. 


When we're a few feet from the bed | toss her the rest of the 
way, freeing my hands to undo the buttons on my shirt 
before she’s even bouncing off the mattress. 


And just like that I’m on top of her, my mouth claiming hers 
before my tongue trails down the side of her neck. My 
woman tastes like sugar, she’s oh so sweet. 


As | free the last button my hand grabs her shirt, and makes 
quick work of her buttons too. | grab her breast over the top 
of her lacy, white bra, and feel her nipples stiffen into 
diamond peaks beneath my touch. 


| can’t resist any longer. | need skin on skin contact. 


My hand dips into her bra and | palm a full breast, giving it a 
squeeze like I’ve been fantasizing about doing since the 


moment I laid eyes on her. 


“Fuck, the feel of your tits in my hand is like heaven and | 
could come right now... but no way. I’m saving it for inside 
you. To breed with you. To make you mine. To claim you. To 
mark you. And to put a baby in your belly...in your body... 
your oh so perfect body.” 


She swallows hard and my hand fists her hair, pulling her 
face into mine so my hungry mouth can claim hers. 


Twisting the peak of her nipple with my other hand causes 
my cock to lurch in my trousers, and all | know is | need the 
fuckers off. Now! 


My dick is so hard it’s painful as hell, trying to free itself 
from the cotton constraints and go where it belongs, where it 
was meant to be, for the first time ever. Inside her. 


| yank her shirt off her back, and make quick work of my 
trousers, before finally conceding and just jumping up next 
to the bed and stripping off all my clothes while she does 
the same from her back. 


Watching her shimmy out of those clothes is hot as hell. She 
reminds me of one of those old Vargas girls, a pin-up model 
from times gone by, when women were real and not the 
fake, Photoshopped creations we see all around us in society 
today. 


“You're so fucking gorgeous,” | announce, as if she doesn’t 
know it already, but apparently she still doesn’t know she’s 
beautiful, despite my multiple confessions of how her 
beauty makes me come unhinged. 


She blushes slightly at the compliment and | see her lips 
part and her face tells me she’s about to object to the 
compliment. 


| don’t give her a second to doubt me, nor should she. 


| dive back in, claiming her mouth hoping one day she’ll see 
just how perfect she is. 


Now that our bodies are completely exposed to one another, 
| feel more of her skin slide along mine as | move feverishly 
forward and back, my lips claiming every part of her as 
quickly as possible. It’s like a switch has flipped and I’ve 
gone from human to primal animal. 


“I’m going to claim you so hard you’re going to wonder how 
you ever lived without me inside you.” 


Her body pulls back slightly and she looks so damn 
vulnerable there on the white sheet. She’s like an antelope 
on the plains of the savannah and I’m a hungry lion ready to 
take what’s his. 


My hands grab her waist and | yank her hips toward mine as 
my hands claim her entire body like I’m a sculptor working 
raw clay into a masterpiece. But there’s no need for me to 
change a single damn thing about her. She’s already so 
damn perfect. 


Claiming her mouth again, my tongue passes through her 
lips and hers follows suit. | pull her hair, exposing her neck 
more as her body arches causing those pretty, pink, puffy 
nipples to press into my upper chest. 


| quickly plant a trail of kisses down to her breasts, claiming 
her nipples in my mouth before continuing along her soft, 


feminine stomach. 


“Fuck, your cunt smells so amazing, like strawberries,” | say 
as | stare down at what’s mine, both hands now firmly 
gripping her ass, elevating her middle like a dinner plate 
that I’m about to bring to my face and feast on, sans 
silverware. 


As | pull her pussy up to my face, I can see it glistening 
already. “You naughty, naughty girl. Getting wet for me so 
quickly that you’re almost going to come without me, aren’t 
you?” 


“It’s so hard not to.” 


“Hard?” | question, sliding my hips forward so she can feel 
my rock hard cock against her body. 


“| need you inside me.” 


“And | need your dripping wet pussy,” | say, my demand 
causing her body to tremble slightly, but it stops as | lean in 
and bring my lips to her slit for the first time. 


Her ass flexes as she pushes her pussy into my mouth, as if | 
needed any help getting even deeper inside her. My face is 
already buried in her cunt as my tongue laps her sweet 
pussy juices up in long, hard strokes before | take her clit 
into my mouth and give it a nice, hard suck. 


I’ve got a firm grip on her ass with both hands, but I can 
barely resist going to the next level... wanting to slide a 
finger inside her backside, but not yet. 


I’m claiming her pussy first. That’s final. 


| lower her down to the bed, my mouth staying attached to 
her middle the entire time as | lap up her juices. 


Slowly, | breach her channel with one finger. “So. Damn. 
Tight.” 


| pull my finger out and bring it to her mouth. Hungrily, she 
leans forward and sucks my digit dry, her eyes rolling back 
in her head, as her head returns to the pillow. 


Watching her enjoy tasting her own juices damn near as 
much as I do is a fucking rush. There’s no way in the world 
she can enjoy her taste as much as | do, but it’s clear her 
pleasure is pretty damn close. Loving the taste of her 
pussy...another thing we definitely have in common. 


A loud groan echoes throughout my penthouse condo, and | 
know she’s getting close. 


“Fuck, this feels so good,” she moans in-between incoherent 
sounds. 


“If you think this is good, just wait until we get to the main 
course.” 


“Just imagine, beautiful. In the whole world you’re the 
closest to losing your virginity and passing into 
womanhood.” 


“I’m not losing it,” she whimpers. “It’s a gift, and I’m giving 
it to you. I’ve been saving it for you all along, | just never 
knew.” 


“You're not just giving it to me..I’m taking it.” 


“Oh fuck,” she screams, as | lick straight up her folds one 
last time causing her hips to buck wildly as her pussy 
twitches against my lips as her body releases every ounce of 
juice that it’s been saving all these years. 


| feel the sides of her legs spasming against the side of my 
body and | can feel the vibrations of her feet kicking wildly 
in the air behind me. 


| keep my face buried in her pussy, allowing her to squeeze 
out every last ounce of pleasure from her first orgasm with 
me. The trick is not exploding myself. I’m already so damn 
close just tasting her, and as much as I want to fist my cock 
and come all over her perfect body, marking her with my 
seed and my scent, | can’t. I’ve got to be inside her...no if’s, 
and’s, or but’s about it. 


After over a full minute her body starts to still, or at least it 
seems so, aS | lean back and take in the sight of her. Her 
chest is rising and falling with each jagged breath as she 
tries to take in enough oxygen, despite the windows 
automatically opening the moment we stepped into my 
place. 


“So that’s what I’ve been waiting all these years for.” 


“All these years? Just think... you only had to wait eighteen 
of them. Me? Thirty-seven.” 


“Well, then let’s not keep you waiting any longer.” Damn, 
my woman is so unselfish. The natural reaction would be for 
her to just lay back and bask in her climax, taking it all in, 
but no...she wants to please me. And pleasing me is going 
to get her off even more than my mouth ever could. | know 
it. Because pleasing me is going to be beyond pleasing for 
her. I’m going to do my damndest to make sure of it, not 


that | need to try. Everything is just so natural between us, 
as it should be. 


“Was that the second time you ever came, because | damn 
sure know | already made you come once before?” | ask, 
wanting another few seconds for her to take this in. 
“Honestly... yes.” 

“Good.” 

“Why is that good?” 


“Because it reminds you who you have to go to when you 
want to feel complete pleasure. Me and only me.” 


“Was there ever any doubt?” 
“None. Never.” 


Suddenly the sound of helicopter blades floods the 
apartment through the open windows. | look to the side and 
see some fucking paparazzi chopper or something pointing 
his long lens in at my place. 


“What the?” | ask into the air. 
“What’s that?” 


“Some asshole is trying to take our picture, but he can’t. 

I’ve got reflective transparent glass so he can’t see a thing. | 
don’t care what kind of polarizing filter he’s got on that 

lens. That camera’s not seeing through this glass. No one’s 
going to see what’s mine. Your body is for my eyes only.” 


| want to pull out a rocket launcher and shoot that fucker 
clean out of the sky, but | need to stay focused on what’s 
most important, and not let my anger get the best of me. 
Plus, how hot will it be knowing they’re trying to get a look 
at us, while we’re in here fucking like savages less than forty 
yards from them, and we can see them yet they can’t see a 
thing.” 

“My body is for your eyes only,” she states. 

“That’s right.” 

“Does that also mean...|’m for your eyes only?” 

“Of course. | don’t want other men looking at you.” 


| turn from the window to her and can clearly see that she’s 
processing something I’ve said, and it’s not good. 


“So they can’t see us?” 
“That’s right.” 
“You know what?” 


| just stay still, not knowing what’s bothering her and not 
able to figure it out either. 


“| really need to go.” 
“What the...” 
“Yeah, this was a bad idea.” 


“What are you talking about? This is the best thing that’s 
ever happened to me. You’re the best thing that’s ever 


happened to me.” 


She slides out from underneath me and as much as I want to 
grab her and pin her to the mattress and take her right 
fucking now, | don’t stop her. Respect is a two way street, 
and I’m not about to take her hostage, if she doesn’t want to 
be here. | really, really, don’t like the fact of her wanting to 
suddenly leave, and I need to get to the bottom of what 
triggered this reaction, but first and foremost | need to 
respect her wishes. 


“What’s wrong, beautiful?” 


“Beautiful, huh?” she says as she hastily dresses. “If | was 
so beautiful then why did you bring me to this secret 
location with the windows that no one can see in? Huh? 
Because you didn’t want anyone to see me with you. That’s 
probably why you gave Gabriele the day off and also why 
your security detail was nowhere to be found this morning. 
Didn’t want them to see you s/umming it with the likes of 
me, right? Oh, and you don’t have to answer, because | 
know I’m right.” 


| jump out of bed and grab her by the wrist. “You're 
absolutely wrong and you’re head is twisting things that 
aren't there. If you wanna go, let’s go together. Let’s go sit 
in a restaurant where those stupid paps are sure to see us 
and take thousands of pics of us... together.” 


“Feeling guilty, now? | don’t think so.” 


“Feeling guilty? The only thing I’m feeling right now is how 
much | want you, and not just now but forever.” 


“Is that what you tell all the girls you bring here to your 
secret lair? Let go of my arm.” 


“Please. Just sit down for a minute and let’s talk through—“ 
“Lett Gol Off My! Arm!” 


As much as it pains me, | do as she wishes. | know the 
agony is clearly written across my face, but apparently she’s 
not believing it. She saw and heard what she wanted to see 
and hear, even though it’s the furthest from the truth that 
could possibly be. 


She stares up at me like a cat ready to hiss, before her teeth 
grind against one another and she turns to go. 


And just like that she disappears from my place, and my life. 


But dammit if I’m letting her leave for good. This is only 
temporary, no matter what she thinks. 


| hurry to get dressed to make sure she doesn’t do anything 
careless. | don’t want her to get hurt. | just need her to 
settle down so we can talk. 


Clearly there’s been a huge misunderstanding and | can 
make this right again... at least that’s what I’m telling myself, 
and will continue to say under my breath... until | start to 
believe it. 


CHAPTER 10 


Mandy 


The elevator which seemed so fast going up, seems slow as 
molasses going down. 


The second it opens I’m grabbing the doors, trying to will 
them open faster and faster as | dash toward the front exit. 
The second my feet hit the pavement, | swear I’ve never run 
so fast in my entire life. 


There’s a part of me that says maybe I’m overreacting, but 
it's a Small part... very small, and it’s being completely 
overridden by the panic and anxiety that are rearing their 
ugly heads right now. 


| make it three blocks before I’m winded, not to mention | 
live eons away from here. I’m not privileged, and the 
privileged life clearly isn’t for me. I’m just not cut out for it. 
Never was, never will be. 


| frantically tap my phone’s Uber app and wait for what 
seems like an hour, but in reality is only thirty seconds. As 
my butt finds the seat and the car pulls away from the curb, 
| feel a bit better already, but still a long, long way from 
good. 


Matteo knew | was a virgin and | told him that was my first 
orgasm. It’s not like me to have friends that | can share 
things with, at least after what happened to me on the final 
day of my senior year. | just don’t trust easily. In some ways 
| never have and now it’s even worse. I’m just not used to 


opening up to someone, anyone, and making myself 
vulnerable in front of them like | have, and just did again, 
with Matteo. 


He knows I’m a virgin. He knows I’m the kind of person who 
gets lost in my mind, which is why | prefer reading pages to 
people, although | feel like | can read people pretty well too. 
It’s a trait you develop when you're the shy, overweight girl 
that doesn’t attract a lot of friends or attention from anyone. 


And apparently Matteo doesn’t want any attention when 
we’re together either, or else why would he have gone to 
such measures to make sure he wasn’t seen with me, let 
alone being with me? 


| try a three breath break, which | read on the Internet is a 
good way to manage stressful situations. It’s simply...three 
deep breaths and exhales, and I try and remind myself that 
Matteo Milano is not Jaxon Malone. 

“What a dick,” | blurt out, reliving that terrible experience. 


“Yeah, that dude making a left hand turn from the right lane 
really needs to get his head examined.” 


It takes me a second to process, but then a giggle escapes 
me. 


“Or were you talking about my driving?” my Uber driver 
Says. 


| pull up the app and see his name is Karen. 


“No it wasn’t you, Karen. Am I saying that right?” 


“Yeah, it’s a man’s name where | come from, although | know 
that’s not often the case here.” 


“Where are you from?” 


“Warsaw, Poland. Home of Frédéric Chopin. Have you heard 
of him?” 


“Heard of him? | listen to his music quite frequently.” 


| look in the rear view mirror and see Karen’s eyebrows raise 
as his smile turns upside down, but not into a scowl. “Huh. 
That’s strange to hear from someone your age these days. | 
thought you kids were all visual, with Instagram and stuff, 
and not so focused on stopping to listen to amazing things... 
no offense to Lil Wayne or Taylor Swift.” 


“You listen to...?” I’m surprised as Karen looks to be quite 
old. 


“Gotta adapt and stay up with the times, right?” 

It takes me a minute to reply, but | do, and in the affirmative. 
| feel like Karen picked me up for a reason, as corny as that 
sounds. He’s like the wise old voice of reason, a mentor, 
even though we just met and have barely spoke. 

But he’s absolutely right. | do need to adapt and stay with 
the times. I’m still living in the past, on my final day of high 


school. 


| lean back in my seat and stare out the window as the 
memories come rushing back. 


Jaxon Malone. Even his name was cool, and was he ever... 
until what he did. 


I'd tutored him during the first semester of senior year, 
mostly because English class came naturally to me, and | 
felt a great sense of purpose knowing the whole school 
wanted Jaxon to get a passing grade so he could remain on 
the football team. As the star quarterback, and one that was 
being highly recruited to the top schools, | knew what | was 
doing was very important to a lot of people, and that made 
me feel more important than | ever had. 


Well, Jaxon managed to get a B, which was a miracle 
considering where we started, and | even wound up helping 
him with History too, where he pulled another B. Not bad for 
a guy who was in serious danger of flunking both classes, 
and watching his dreams of a career as a college football 
player, and possibly pro, evaporate over a couple of senior 
year classes. 


But, as it turned out | was the one who wanted to evaporate, 
vanish into thin air, after what he did to me. 


It was the final day of school, and Jaxon approached me and 
gave me a very heartfelt thank you for what I’d done for 
him. He’d signed with the number one college team in the 
country and the coach was already saying that Jaxon would 
come right in and start as a freshman, the first time that had 
happened in the school’s history...and they’d been a football 
powerhouse for over seventy years. Impressive to say the 
least. 


But what impressed me more than anything is when he took 
his letterman jacket off and told me he wanted me to wear it 
the rest of the day, because “without you, none of this would 
have been possible.” 


| can still feel my body being overtaken by goosebumps as 
he slid his jacket on me and gave me a kiss on the cheek. 


For the rest of the day | did everything | could to be seen. It 
was the first time in my life l’d made an effort to actually 
draw attention to myself. Heck, | even leaned forward in all 
my classes so people could see that /had on Jaxon Malone’s 
letterman jacket. 


My mind raced with thoughts that maybe, just maybe, he 
felt something more. But I did a good job at keeping those 
thoughts at bay and just thought the cocky football star had 
found a soft spot on the final day of school, and was finally 
giving me my recognition... not that | ever wanted or needed 
that, and certainly didn’t ask for it, but boy was it sure nice. 


People were patting me on the back, left and right all day. 
Guys and girls were smiling at me everywhere | went, and | 
soaked it all in, basking in my glory...until final period. 


Suddenly the sound of squealing pigs filled the hallways and 
| knew this must be the senior prank that everyone was 
expecting. We didn’t know who would do it and when, but 
we knew somebody would do something. The boys were 
always plotting and scheming things all year long, trying to 
make the teachers’ lives hell on a daily basis. 


The class stepped outside and watched as the other 
teachers tried to catch each pig. They were numbered from 
one to ten and slowly but surely the teachers were able to 
get them all corralled to the cheers of the students. 

At least | thought they got them all corralled. 


“We're still looking for number three,” a few instructors said. 


“Where in the world could it be,” my Calculus teacher said. 
“The other nine weren’t this difficult.” 


Finally there was an announcement on the loudspeaker that 
we needed to find little piggy number three, and that 
everyone should help. The students all agreed, as no one 
wanted an animal’s health to be in jeopardy or anything like 
that. The prank had worked, was funny, and now it was time 
to wrap it up. And wrap up, is exactly what the principal did, 
as in locking down the school until we found the final lose 
hog. 


“No way,” someone said. 

“That’s cold blooded.” 

“So cruel,” another voice said. 

A few of the cheerleaders started laughing hysterically, 
pointing in my direction and | turned to see if someone had 
caught, or heaven forbid, harmed the pig. Laughter erupted 
and before | knew what was happening | felt the hands of my 
math teacher on my back. 

“Can | please borrow this?” he asked. 

“No! This is mine to wear for the day,” | protested and slid 
from his grasp, which only caused the laughter to flow like 


fresh rainwater down the side of a Colorado mountainside. 


“Please, Mandy,” Mr. Johnson said, his lips pursed as he 
looked at the back of the jacket. 


“No!” | continued. 


Mr. Johnson pulled out his phone and said something into it, 
and quickly the principal’s voice came over the 
loudspeaker. “Jaxson Malone report to the principal’s 
office.” Then there was a pause. “No one will be allowed to 
leave the building until Jaxon Malone comes to the 
principal’s office.” Another pause. “Now Jaxon!” 


Why did they want Jaxon? 

Why did Mr. Johnson want my jacket? 

“Please, Mandy. Just let me take it off your back.” 

Strange words that didn’t make sense. 

| took a few steps away from my teacher and slowly slid the 
jacket off, watching the students pointing and one voice 
stood out from the others. “She doesn’t even know what’s 
on the back.” 

In my hands | flipped the jacket over and it only then 
occurred to me that Jaxon’s “lucky” number three was the 


number on my back...and the number of the missing pig. 


And the big bear logo that represented our school? It had 
been covered up by a crude felt cutout of a pig! 


| tossed the jacket to the ground and stormed off. 


| swear | was going to punch through the glass when | 
reached the front of the building. Even the students that 
were laughing at me, which was damn near all of them, 
cleared a path as | bulldozed my way to the exit. 


Luckily for everyone, just as | arrived the final bell sounded 
and the doors sprung open. 


The last thing | remember was seeing Jaxon out of the corner 
of my eye. He was laughing and the principal literally had 
him by the back of his collar, but at Jaxon’s six foot five size 
and nearly two hundred pounds of muscle, the principal was 
no match. 


The entire offensive of the football team was there pointing, 
hooting and hollering, and of course... oinking. 


That was the last | ever saw any of them, even forgoing the 
graduation ceremony which I’d looked forward to so much. 
I’m not gonna lie, it was my “fuck you” to whoever my 
parents were. | was determined to show them, even though 

| didn’t know a thing about them or their circumstances, that 
| didn’t need them, or anyone. | graduated on my own. I'd 
made it. 


But | never got that moment, because of that moment the 
last day of school. 


A tear pricks my eye, but I straighten my back. Fuck, those 
people who laughed at me. 


“We're here,” Karen says, his voice bringing me back to the 
present. 


“Thank you,” | say. “For getting me here safely.” I’m not 
sure why | said that, but | guess it’s because the world’s not 
exactly a safe place anymore, and it restores my faith in 
humanity that a stranger, who | just met via an app, can let 
you in their car and drive you to your location safe and 
sound. 


Then again, maybe my faith in humanity hasn't quite been 
fully restored... at least not after the way | reacted to Matteo. 


“Whatever it was, it too shall pass,” Karen says. “A nice, 
young lady like yourself has her whole life in front of her. 
Don’t dwell on whatever just happened. Embrace all the 
beauty of the world that awaits you.” 


Taxi driver slash mind reader. “Thank you,” | say. 


Karen’s hand extends to the back seat and | go to dig in my 
pocket for money before | blurt out, “I can just pay with the 
app. I’m so forgetful.” 


“We all need a hand sometimes, that’s all. It’s not about 
money. This one’s on me.” 


| finally get it, and extend my hand to his. His grip is just 
firm enough without being overpowering. His hand is warm 
and welcoming, and this moment with a “stranger” is 
exactly what | needed. 


“Now you run along and have a wonderful day, you hear?” 
he asks. 


“| will,” I say. “Thanks to you.” 


As | step out of the car | stop and watch him pull away, 
seeing his hand waive as | look down the block through his 
back window. 


The Uber app is still pulled up and | tip him fifty bucks, 
which is a lot of money to me, and quickly leave hima 
perfect rating, before | trek up to my ground floor studio, if 
you can technically call it that. It’s actually a one-car 
garage that was turned into a small apartment so the guy 


who lives here could profit as much as humanly possible. No 
wonder he drives the latest Maserati, yet seems to be 
missing out. 


It’s not about the possessions, it’s about the connections. 


And | had a real one with Matteo, only for my past 
experience to bubble up and make me freak out for no 
reason. 


Matteo didn’t want privacy so no one would see us. He 
wanted privacy so he could focus on me and me alone. No 
distractions as he made love to me for the first time. 


Once | make my way in through the tiny side door of the 
garage | plop down on my futon that doubles as my bed. My 
phone is still in my hand, but | realize | don’t actually have 
Matteo’s number. All my dealings with the Milano Mansion 
have been through Gabriele...and she’s off today, not to 
mention | shouldn’t involve, or trouble, her with this. This of 
course being the trouble | created for myself. 


| get horizontal on my futon and try and figure out what my 
next move is. 


Matteo probably hates me, or at least thinks I’m mentally 
unstable now. What I did was crazy and reckless and | just 
want to take a nap and forget it ever happened, knowing of 
course | have to deal with this as soon as | wake up, if | can 
even fall asleep. 


| don’t Know what to do, or what I will do, but | do know one 
thing...tomorrow morning I'll be back at work. | can’t lose 
this job, no matter how much humble pie | need to swallow 
to go back there and show my face. 


Then again, it will be good for my growth as a person, and 
just like Karen said, “It too shall pass.” 


| just wonder if Matteo wants to take a pass on me now, or if 
his promises of forever really are forever. 


| guess tomorrow will give me the perfect opportunity to see, 
if he’s even there. He could easily have plans or more 
important things to do, but regardless l'Il find things out in 
due time...including whether or not | even have a job. 


I’ve always considered myself good at observing people and 
getting down to their truest intentions, except for that one 
time | didn’t. Tomorrow, or whenever | see Matteo next, will 
put that hypothesis to the test. Was | just a hidden 
conquest, some kind of checkbox of sleeping with a virgin 
that works for him that he wanted to check off, or is this 
real? 


l'Il find out soon enough...| hope. 


Because | know how | feel now that I’ve had a chance to 
process everything. 


This is real... very real. 


But after this, will he still feel the same? 


CHAPTER 11 


Matteo 
“You Okay, boss?” 


“Do | look like I’m fucking okay?” | snap back. “Come here 
and hold this bag,” | growl for good measure. “And put your 
back into it because I’m about to knock the fucker off the 
chain that's holding it.” 


Anthony, my biggest security guy at six foot nine, one hell 
of a brute from Sardinia, puts his shoulder into the bag and 
leans into it... but it’s no use. 


A flurry of punches followed by an absolutely devastating 
right cross rain down on the bag, the final cross sending 
Anthony to his ass and the bag falling to the floor. 


“Fuck, boss. That thing was rated for ten years, and we just 
put it in last month.” 


“Yeah, well something else | had was rated for life and | 
damn near destroyed that in under a week.” 


“You talking about the maid?” Anthony says as he starts to 
get to his feet. | rush over to him, standing right over the 
top of him and looking down at him, making sure he knows 
there’s no room to get up and just who’s in control right now. 


“She’s not a fucking maid. She was handling domestic 
duties for a short time and now she'll never wash a dish, fold 
a sheet, or dust a damn thing for the rest of her life.” 


“l'm... I’m sorry, boss.” 
“Don’t be sorry. Just don’t forget it.” 


| let the moment hang in the air for a second, making sure it 
sinks in before | give Anthony my hand and jerk him to his 
feet. 


“Why are you up at this hour anyway?” | ask. 


“| always do rounds along the perimeter at three in the 
morning,” he says with a raised eyebrow. “Have been for 
almost a decade...and | know you watch me on those CCTV’s 
you've got.” 


| look sideways at Anthony who is really pressing his luck 
right now. 


“Sorry, Mr. Milano. | was just trying to lighten the mood. You 
seem stressed the fuck out, and it’s not like you to be in the 
gym at this hour. I’ve been working out at this time after my 
rounds for years, and I’ve never seen you once. It’s good to 
see you in here, but more importantly it’s good to see you... 
less angry than usual, which you're clearly not right now. 

I’m just trying to help out. 


He’s right. I’m acting like a raging dickhead in spite of his 
efforts to take my mind off my troubles, or should | say my 
trouble. Nothing has ever bothered me this much in my 
entire life, and | need to put an end to it. There’s nothing 
Anthony, or anyone, can do to help me either. No one 
except her. 


| run a hand through my hair and catch sight of myself in the 
side mirror that’s there to make sure you lift with proper 


form. Well, my “form” right now looks like complete 
garbage. | haven’t shaved, my five o'clock shadow evidence 
of that, and my bloodshot eyes telegraph that I’ve yet to 
Sleep... which is the furthest thing from my mind right now... 
because I’m not sleeping with her, as | should be. 


Tonight was supposed to be perfect, and | went and ruined 
it, although I’m still not completely sure why or how. Hell, 
I’m not even sure if Mandy will show up for work in a few 
hours, but just like in the cutthroat world of the underground 
business | operate in, | have to “assume the sale,” as they 
say. Orin this case | have to assume she'll be here. 


But screw that. I’m not sitting back on my heels waiting for 
things to happen. I’m going to make things happen. | told 
her she’s mine and that’s the damn truth, now and forever. 
And as she’s mine it’s my responsibility to get to the bottom 
of this, make things right, and win her trust back in the 
process... showing her exactly why she’s mine. 


“Have the Range Rover ready at six. I’m not going to disturb 
her while she sleeps, but I’m going to knock on her door the 
minute she’s likely to wake up.” 


“You got it boss.” 


Anthony probably thinks I’m crazy, but | don’t care. | have 
to get this fixed before | can think about anything else, 
mostly because | can’t think about anything else. | can’t 
focus. I can’t think. I can barely fucking breathe knowing 
she’s out there hurting... especially because of me. 


KK KKK 


Six o’clock rolls around and we speed down the driveway 
toward the front gate. I’ve got a cappuccino in hand for her, 


made from my imported Italian coffee machine. For me it’s 
the best or nothing, and I’m taking the best coffee to the 
best woman in the world. My woman. 


On the way there we stop by Sofia’s flower shop. She’s an 
older woman from Cinque Terre, a string of centuries-old 
seaside villages on the rugged Italian Riviera coastline, and 
an area known for beautiful flowers. It’s no wonder she 
came over here on a boat years ago, and opened up the best 
flower shop in the city. 


| don’t know much about flowers but | do know about 
loyalty, and Sofia has been my go to for each and every time 
| need to send flowers to a business associate to 
congratulate them or offer my condolences, which is far too 
often in my life. 


Not anymore. 


When we pull up Sofia’s there, opened just for me, holding a 
bouquet of white and red roses. 


“Why white?” | ask, after | kiss each of her cheeks and thank 
her for her special help this morning. 


“Red, for love, as you know. White symbolizes unity, and | 
could hear in your voice you want to be with this woman... 
dare | say forever, Matteo?” 


“You know me too well, Sofia.” 


She smiles, hands me the roses, and | hand her an envelope 
with enough cash to buy a used Ducati. It’s worth it, 
because my woman is worth it...not that | can put a price on 
how she makes me feel. 


| wish her a happy eightieth birthday in advance, as it’s next 
week, and I’m right back in the Range Rover speeding to 
Mandy’s place. | just hope she put the right address on her 
application, and that the P.I. | sent to scope out each and 
every applicant’s place did a thorough job. In my line of 
work I have to research everyone who might enter my 

home. It’s a way of life. Some might call it stalking, | call it 
preventative maintenance. 


And that might just be the difference between getting to my 
woman before she does something that jeopardizes what we 
have, like buying a plane ticket and trying to run from me. 


| won’t allow it. 


| wanted to come here last night, but | gave her the time she 
needed to unwind...at least | hope it was enough. 


My foot hits the pavement before Anthony pulls the car toa 
stop. 


The sound of my feet running up the sidewalk is almost the 
same rhythm my fingers were drumming out on the 
dashboard the whole way here. 


“Mandy! Open up,” | command as I pound on the door. 


| can’t remember the last time I ran in a public setting like 
that. It’s completely not the way a boss handles himself, 
and not that | needed a moment to realize it, but if | did this 
sure is the one. 


| love this woman. My woman. She's my everything... has 
been since | laid eyes on her and always will be. 


“Who the...?” the guy answering the door wisely bites his 
tongue when he sees my size and the look in my eye. 


“Where’s Mandy?” 


“She lives around the side in the garage, | mean the 
converted studio apartment.” 


“Did you say a fucking garage?” | snarl. 


“Well... see... it’s completely furnished luxury studio now that 
l've—“ 


“I'll deal with your ass later,” | say over my shoulder as I bolt 
around the side of the house. That’s a promise and a threat. 


| see a light on inside and pound on the door. | hear some 
voices and it’s only then that my greatest fear is imagined. 


She ran to the arms of another guy. 


| grab the handle ready to rip the fucker clear off and put my 
shoulder into the flimsy wood door, but before | do it comes 
swinging open. 


“Who the fuck are you?” | say through gritted teeth. The 
guy’s jaw hits the ground as he looks me square in the eye. 
Good, | won't feel bad about kicking the ass of a man my 
size. And since when are there so many big guys 
everywhere | turn? “If you don’t answer me before | set 
these flowers down you’re gonna be getting your own set of 
flowers, but not from me, as you lie in a hospital bed.” 


“Calm down, buddy.” 


“I’m not your fucking buddy, buddy,” | say. 


“The name’s Doug. It says so right here on my shirt.” 


Just as the bottom of the vase is about to make contact with 
the ground | stop. To tell the truth, | didn’t want to put the 
flowers down anyway. My woman doesn’t deserve a vase 
that’s been on the floor where people walk. 


“Doug what?” 
“Doug’s Silent Security Systems.” 


“Boss, | got that tiny side window all locked down. You need 
a hand with the front deadbolt?” a voice says from inside the 
apartment, before the other man comes into view. 


The other man looks at me but wisely doesn’t open his 
mouth. 


“The woman you’re looking for,” Doug says, looking at his 
sheet for a name, “Mandy, is it? She left for work not five 
minutes ago.” 


“Why are you here?” 


“She called us on Monday to make some security upgrades 
to her place. We asked her some questions to diagnose 
what might be the reason why, and she wouldn't say.” 


Because she took a job with an Italian mafia boss. Fuck! 
She was scared. Life with me scared her, just like it did 
yesterday. 


That’s why she freaked out, in addition to the other reason 
she mentioned as she stormed out of my downtown 
apartment. 


This is all just too much for her. Too much all at once. That’s 
the problem. 


| need to slow down and court her properly, but when it 
comes to her slow doesn’t exist for me. 


| need her now, just like when | first saw her. | can’t control 
myself and it’s troubling to her. My intensity is too much, 
but | have no way to get it under control when it comes to 
her. When I lay eyes on her it’s like the entire world melts 
away and all | see is her. So what If | can’t keep my hands 
off her perfect body. 


“Thanks, fellas,” | say, trying to act like nothing happened. | 
stuff my free hand into my trousers pocket and whip out my 
wallet, peeling off a crisp new c-note. | know money can’t 
solve all the problems in the world, and me not being an 
asshole from the beginning would have avoided this all 
together, but a hundred bucks will buy these guys enough 
beer and pizza tonight that they won’t hold a grudge... not 
that | care that much. 


Really the tip is to make sure they do a good job, because 
even though Mandy won’t spend another night in this place, 
| want to make sure the next person that stays here, does. 
Assuming | don’t beat the shit out of the damn homeowner 
slash landlord first for being a fucking slumlord. 


“Thanks, mister” Doug’s assistant says, taking the money 
like a hungry alley cat being offered raw meat. Perfect, that 
just gets me out of here faster. 


| pivot on my heel and beat feet back to my ride. 


| need to get these flowers, and the coffee | forgot in the 
Range Rover, back to my place before Mandy shows up... 
assuming that when she went to work this morning it’s the 
same place she went yesterday. 


If she took a new job then I’m gonna have to bust in there 
and buy out her contract, or whatever needs to be done. 


She’s mine. Now it’s time to go get her and bring her 
home...to her new home. 


With me. 


CHAPTER 12 


Mandy 


| decide not to take the bus and just walk all the way to 
Matteo’s mansion. | need the time to think, and to clear my 
head, and something as simple as walking is the perfect 
remedy. 


Walking through the city at this hour is sobering. It’s a stark 
contrast from the hustle and bustle that will consume these 
streets in a few hours, and right now I’m only consumed with 
thoughts of him. 


Ninety minute later | see the guard shack in the distance 
and my tennis shoes pick up the pace, Knowing I’m almost 
there. My backpack, with my proper work shoes, sways from 
side to side due to my increased speed. 


Why am I moving so quickly these last twenty or so yards 
now that I’m almost there? 


And the reason is spelled out there for me, as if Matteo can 
read my mind. 


“Welcome home, Mandy,” a sign on the guardshack reads. 
Maybe | should think it’s pompous that he just assumed that 
not only I’d return to work today, but that I’d be in the mood 
to see a sign like this. Then again, maybe I should stop 
fighting these feelings and realize that he understands me, 
we're both orphans who have been fighting tooth and nail 
since we were born in this big, unforgiving world. 


We were fighting for things we thought we wanted, but 
really all along, and what I realize now, is that there was a 
bigger plan beyond our comprehension. We were clawing 
our way to each other... on/y each other. 


| stop, dead in my tracks, as my hand comes to my face, 
which is now covered in a big ‘ol smile. 


There is also a bouquet of white and red roses, and of course 
it’s being held by the man I want to see more than anything 
in the world. 


“I... l can’t believe this,” is all | can say, before | take a step 
forward, covering the last of the distance to him. 


“Believe it, because this is real. What we have is real, and 
I’m never going to give up on it.” 


Matteo’s eyes lock in on mine, and it’s clear to see by the 
bags underneath them and by how bloodshot they are that 
he hasn’t slept much, if at all. 


That makes two of us. 


He’s normally so put together but | have to admit | like this 
look on him. | do wish he got more sleep, but there’s 
something about the tousled look that just makes him look 
more human. He’s not in his normal machine mode, where 
he’s just focused on work, or whatever goes on in that 
handsome head of his. 


| want to reach out and throw my arms around him, but | 
resist. How | want to run my hands along the stubble of his 
cheek, go up on my tiptoes and demand a kiss, but | try my 
hardest to play it cool. 


“Who are these for?” | ask, just to make sure, as | look at the 
oversized arrangement of flowers he’s holding. 


“My woman, who's come back to me.” 
“Even though | walked out on you yesterday?” 


“It was more like a run,” he teases, and the mood lightens 
even more. “But none of that matters. Walk, run, hell... 
swim, it doesn’t matter. You knew I was going to come after 
you, and I did. This morning | even went to your—“ 


| lift my hand. “Just shut up and kiss me, Matteo.” 


In a swift move he shifts the large bouquet to one side of his 
body, cupping it with one hand as his other hand grabs me 
and pulls me in tight, literally lifting me off the ground as 
my lips meet his. 


“| love you Matteo Milano,” | say, in-between feeling those 
rugged lips of his against mine, assuring me that the sign on 
the guardshack is indeed right. 


I’m home. 
“And | love you Mandy Milano,” he quickly replies. 


| feel like I’m floating on a cloud and any and all doubts | 
may have had about what love is, my faith in humanity, 
what Matteo’s intentions really were... all of it, just melts 
away at his confession of his love for me. 


| guess when your own parents abandon you there’s 
something inside you that just makes you feel like maybe 
you’re unworthy of love, at least it did me. Obviously I’ve 


had the wrong thoughts in my head for a long time, but now, 
thanks to Mr. Right, that’s all changed. 


| am worthy of love, receiving and giving it, and it’s because 
| found the one and only man to share my love with... just as 
I’m confident I’m the only woman he'll share his with. 
Together. 


“Mandy Milano? Hmm...| do like the sound of that.” 


“You know what | like the sound of?” he says, putting my 
feet back on the ground and sitting the bouquet of flowers 
on the ledge of the guard shack. 


“What?” 

“The sound of your smile.” 

“Smiles don’t make sounds, goofy.” 
“Yours does, to me.” 


| take a step to hug him, eyes closed, but | completely wiff... 
but don’t fall, because his hand takes mine, steadying me, 
and it’s only then my eyes open and | realize he’s on a knee. 


One of his hands just kept me upright and the other is 
prepared to take me to the clouds. He’s holding a small, 
black velvet box in the other hand and his thumb flips it 
open, revealing an absolutely huge engagement ring. 


| don’t Know anything about cut, clarity, color, or carats, but 
| know that ring is stunning in shape, clear as a sunny 
afternoon without a cloud in the sky, sparkling, and most 
certainly worth more money than | could probably make in a 
lifetime as a maid. 


“| don’t ever want to spend another night without you. 
You're the star in my sky, whether night or day,” he says. 
“Be that shining star forever. Marry me.” 


He slides the ring on my finger without even waiting fora 
reply... it’s just like him to do that and | love it. 


“Yes,” | say, just for good measure. 
He growls, scoops me right off my feet as he kisses me hard. 


| hear his shoe make contact with the gate, which comes 
flying open. 


“Where are you taking me?” | giggle. 

“Where you belong. Home, with me.” 

“Good, because | could use some rest,” | joke, throwing him 
a big, proverbial softball right over the plate to see if he’s 
ready to hit a homerun with it. 


And of course he is. 


“Sleep? Well, we are headed to the bedroom, but that’s the 
last thing we'll be doing.” 


| just laugh and throw my arms around his neck, pulling 
myself up to him. 


“| know. | was just playing with ya.” 


“Oh, we're gonna play all right. But first, I’m going to claim 
you as mine.” 


“It’s about time,” | say, realizing that I’m the one who ruined 
the moment yesterday, but | don’t care anymore, and 
neither does he. 


We're not living in the past, we're only focused on the 
future. Our future... together. 


“You're damn right it is,” he growls. 


CHAPTER 13 


Mandy 


Matteo tosses me on his California King bed as his hungry 
lips devour mine. 


The weight of the ring on my finger is very noticeable, and 
when he slides on top of me I slide my hand behind his neck 
as if l'm connecting the ring to his skin. It’s a token of our 
love that binds us, officially. And | just want to be so damn 
close to him right now, in every way. 


My ring touching my hand and his skin. 
His lips on mine. 
His cock buried inside me for the first time. 


His hands run up and down the length of my body, exploring 
my curves before he grabs the bottom of my shirt and yanks 
it up over my head. The words he said... his confession of 
love, combined with the aggression that is consuming him, 
gives me more confidence than | ever knew | had. 


| feel his hand slide up my back just before his first and 
second fingers unhook my bra with one scissoring motion. 
The second | feel my breasts free, they’re not...claimed by 
his hungry mouth as his lips latch onto my nipple, sucking it 
hard. 


| arch up into him, throwing my head back feeling like I’m 
ready to climax at any second. 


“Don’t you dare come yet,” he demands, as if he can read 
my mind. “This will slow us down for a second, as much as | 
hate to do it or waste another second of my life not being 
inside you for the first time.” 


He slides off me and stands next to the bed, making quick 
work of his clothes while | do the same in-between gawking 
at his perfect body. 


“What do the words tattooed on your arm say?” | finally 
muster the courage after all this time to ask. 


“They’re in Latin and there are a few. Ad astra per aspera, is 
the first, and it means through difficulties, to the stars. The 
second is ancora imparo, which reads, | am still learning. 
The next is audere est facere, which equates to, to dare is to 
do. Next up is aut viam inveniam aut faciam, one I’ve relied 
on for years which means, | will either find a way or make 
one. And how would it be complete without carpe diem... 
seize the day.” 


“How about you get over here and seize me,” | say looking 
in-between my legs. 


A devious smirk covers Matteo’s face. “My thoughts 
exactly.” 


Matteo jumps on top of me and | throw in one last one-liner. 
“Maybe it’s time to add, Amor vincit omnia.” 


“Love conquers all. How did you know that?” 
“Voracious reader. | love words, language, and—“ 


His lips cover mine “...And kissing me,” he says. 


“Yes,” | mumble as best | can. 


My hands reach up and run along his muscles, with peaks 
and valleys that would make the Himalayans jealous. 


How the hell did | get so lucky? And why am I even asking 
myself that now? | deserve this. | deserve him. | deserve 
love. 


My hands slide along his thick back before gripping his 
forearms, which are like wired rope. His knuckles are 
pressed into the mattress next to me, his weight very 
noticeable. 


My hand slides down further and | take ahold of his thick 
cock, my mouth dropping opening at the size of it in my tiny 
hand. | can feel the precome on the top, and it’s pulsing, 
flexing, as | slide my hand along the shaft. 


“Look at what you’re doing to me,” he confesses, but there 
are no secrets here. 


“And look at what you’ve done to me,” I say, sliding one 
hand between my legs and then bringing it up between our 
faces where he quickly sucks the two digits that were just in 
my channel. 


His eyes roll back in his head as he breathes in deep. 
“Sweetest thing in the whole damn world.” 


“And untouched. Waiting for you all this time, even when | 
didn’t know | was.” 


“Because you're my...” 


“Virgin,” | finish, not needing his help to complete his 
sentence. 


“And.. : n 
“Only yours.” 


His cock flexes both times at my words and I’m thinking he 
might come early, before he even makes it inside me. 


“Exactly as you should be....untouched by anyone on this 
entire planet, ever, except for me. And that’s exactly how 
it's going to stay for the rest of my life...and that starts now. 
This is the moment we’ve been waiting for. Once | claim 
you...once I’m inside you, there’s no going back. You’re 
mine forever. You understand that? You understand me?” 


| breathe out hard, knowing this is the defining moment of 
my life, the beginning of my own family, and the chance to 
one day give our children all the love | never had. | swear 
I’m going to make up for lost time and spoil them like crazy. 


My pussy aches, clenching and coming up with nothing but 
air. 


“You know my answer, but did | ever really have a choice?” 


“Not a fucking chance in hell...and this is gonna feel like 
heaven.” 


“You think so?” Being inside me being compared to that is 
beyond a big claim. 


“Look into my eyes and you'll see.” 


“See, wha—“ 


And just like that the tip of his cock parts my pussy lips and 
the expression on his face is like nothing I’ve ever seen. It 
truly is like he’s experiencing complete heavenly bliss. My 
eyelids flutter and go shut and | join him in this incredible 
sensation. 


“Oh my god, Matteo. Take me. Deeper. Pop my cherry and 
make me bleed on your sheets and show me I was always 
yours.” 


He growls deeper than the depths of hell, followed by a snarl 
just before | feel his dick slide in all the way until there’s 
nowhere else for it to go. 


“Mine,” he moans into my ear from above. 

His hips slide backwards and his dick pulls out of my 
channel. | instinctively reach for his ass, trying to pull him 
back into me, to take my innocence immediately. 

That void of him not inside me is the worst feeling in the 
world, but when his hips slide back forward again, it’s 
immediately replaced by the best feeling I’ve ever known. 


Connection. Togetherness. The promise of forever. 


My pussy clenches against his rod, trying to milk him of the 
seed that | know is right there, ready to breed me. 


“I’m trying to go slow, but it’s so damn hard,” he confesses. 
His lips gently find mine as the tip of his nose finds the tip of 


my nose too. It’s incredible, as if a spark was lit, sending 
fireworks off into the sky. 


“It’s just that you’re so tight, so perfect, and now...so mine.” 
“Take me. Show me who I belong to.” 


His hands grab my waist hard and he lifts my midsection up 
like he’s picking up nothing more than a pencil. 


His strokes increase in speed and tenacity and suddenly I’m 
moaning so loud I’m surprised his security detail isn’t 
knocking on the door. 


His cock finds my spot as his rhythm works my clit. He’s so 
damn big that there’s more than a prick of pain, but damn 
does it ever feel good. 


| feel so alive. So free, yet under his control at the same 
time. 


“Fuck, beautiful. Are you ready to make a baby with me?” 
“Uh huh,” | whimper. 

“Be the mother to our children... forever.” 

“Yes, Matteo! Yes. Come inside me.” 

| reach down for his balls, but they’re practically gone. He 
thrusts once more, this time contracting his ass hard so he’s 
buried so far inside me it’s impossible to tell where one of us 
ends and the other begins. 

“Oh my god, | love you!” he shouts just before an absolute 
geyser erupts from the head of his cock, exploding inside me 


and sending me right into an earth-shattering climax of my 
own. 


But this isn’t the climax, this is only the beginning... of our 
life together. 


| flop like a fish as his various muscles take turn flexing, 
releasing, and then spasming, before he collapses on top of 
me. 


Quickly he rolls to the side of me, but doesn’t remove his 
babymaker, just pulling me in tight as our hearts pound 
against our rib cages in unison. 


| feel his hand along the sheet and then he brings it up in- 
between our faces. 


“Red,” | say. 


“This may seem odd to you, but when you join the mafia you 
do it with your own blood. Now, you’re my heart and soul, 
my everything, and my blood. And this is my proof that 
those are more than just words.” 


He slides his fingers in his mouth and when he pulls them 
out they’re clean. 


“| don’t know what to say,” | say, a little shocked at that 
gesture, but realize that he’s showing me all the ways that 
I’m his. It’s completely over the top, and completely what 
I'd expect of my man. 


My man. 


“Am | hurting you,” he says, suddenly aware of how tight 
he’s squeezing me. 


“No. Not only can | take it, but I like it. | can feel your heart 
beating in rhythm with mine.” 


“That’s because it beats for you. It always has and always 
will.” He pauses. “We truly were meant for each other.” 


“Definitely.” 
“| love you, my soon to be wife, my life, my everything.” 
“And | love you, my Italian mafia man.” 


The tip of his nose brushes mine and everything is perfect in 
the world. 


EPILOGUE 


Matteo 
One Year Later 
“Boss, is that you?” Anthony asks. 


| look over my shoulder, realizing he’s caught me in the 
act...of changing Maria’s diaper. 


“You got me.” 


“Whoa, | never thought I’d see the day,” he says, entering 
my baby’s room at just after three in the morning. 


“Me either, until | saw her.” 


“Are you gonna go and get all romantic and lovey dovey on 
me now, big guy?” 


“Don’t think I’ve gone soft just because I’m a family man 
now. If anything I’m worse than | was before.” 


“Impossible.” 


“Very possible, it’s just that you see me here at the house, 
relaxed and in my element.” 


“Your new element.” 


“True, but if anyone tried to mess with my family, | swear I'd 
bring down the wrath of...there’s not even a word for it. All | 


know is it would be the swiftest finality ever known to man.” 


“Swiftest finality. You think the house is bugged or 
something?” 


| can’t help but crack a smile. “Nah, it’s just that | don’t like 
saying kill or death around my two girls. Mandy’s a 
voracious reader and language means everything to her. 
She’s really taught me the nuances and how synonyms 
might be linked in the thesaurus, but hit the reader, or 
listener, with a whole different kind of gravity.” 


“That’s deep, boss. You sound like a philosopher or 
something. Mandy’s really taught you some things huh.” 


“Like how to change a diaper?” 


| look around Anthony’s hulking figure and see my wife 
behind him in the doorway, in her pajamas with a robe over 
the top. Thank god she put the robe on, but she knows to do 
that. I’d absolutely freak out if another man saw her in her 
nightwear. 


Plus Anthony is wise enough, and a good enough friend to 
not turn to look at her. 


“Morning Mrs. M,” he says. “VIl just see myself out, boss. 
Just finished the rounds and heard a noise, that’s all.” 


“Thanks, my brother,” | say and offer him a fist bump, which 
he quickly returns before leaving the nursery. 


“Look at you,” Mandy says. 


“Look at you,” | say, pulling open her robe with my free 
hand. 


“You're always looking at me. That’s how we got Maria in 
the first place.” 


“You know I can’t take my eyes off you.” 

“Even though | haven’t lost the baby weight?” 

My teeth clench at that word weight. Baby weight. Our 
baby. Our three-month-old who’s just two feet from me. The 
child, the life, we made together. And then my hand 
clenches around my wife’s waist, pulling her into me. 
“Anything that has to do with our family only makes me 
want you that much more. You know that,” | say, kissing her 
on top of her head. 


“| know, you... reminded...me of that three times tonight 
already.” 


“Technically it was twice yesterday, and then once after 
midnight, so that counts as today already.” 


“Even after a year, and the baby, and the extra weight, and 
my mood swings, and—” 


My finger moves from the inside of her robe to her mouth, 
silencing her. 


“Key phrase you just repeated over and over again?” 
She rewinds her words in her mind and says, “And the?” 
“That’s right, as in and the way that | loved you since the 


first moment I saw you, and the way that | love you now, and 
the way that l'Il always love you...and the way you'll always 


drive me wild.” | pause before taking her hand and placing 
it on my cock. “See?” 


“You're hard already?” she says with disbelief. 


“Did you look at yourself in the mirror before you came in 
here in that sexy as hell robe?” 


“Matteo, it’s three in the morning, | haven’t shaved my legs 
yet this week, I’ve got bags under my eyes from being 
woken up in the night so often, and my tits, after getting 
sucked on what seems like half the day are starting to dr—” 


“Drive me crazy, as they always do,” | say, sliding my hand 
up her pajama top. “Now, no more arguing or daddy bear’s 
gonna give mommy bear a spanking. You got me?” 


“Oh, | got you all right,” she says, turning and shaking that 
sexy apple bottom at me. 


“Oh, yeah, as soon as this diaper gets changed I’m coming 
for you. You better be laid out and ready to go when | get 
back, because I’m not going to waste another second 
tearing that pussy of yours to pieces.” 

“Oh my god, you’re an animal!” 


“You bring it out in me, just like that Russian bear shifter 
book thing you were reading the other night on your kindle.’ 


“Babysitter for Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Friend?” 
There’s a keyword stuffed title if I’ve ever heard one. 


“Leave my friend Flora Ferrari alone! That was her first 
attempt at paranormal romance and it was damn good!” 


“You're damn good. Now go get in bed, put your feet up, 
and l'Il be right in to make the toes on those pretty little feet 
of yours curl.” 


“Like you always do.” 


“Always,” | agree, and Mandy gives me a wink and scampers 
back to the bedroom. 


“Now, just to remember how this diaper duty thing works. 


| make quick work of Maria’s mess, and get washed up. I’m 
getting pretty good at this whole parenting thing, but it’s 
only because my other half showed me the way, just like she 
showed me a house doesn’t make a home. 


But she does, and we did... together. 


| think back to that long book title she mentioned. 
Babysitter for Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Friend. That’s a 
good idea actually. 


I’m Italian, not Russian, but we could use a nanny, and 
another maid, to take care of things around the house. That 
will allow me to take care of my constant need for her, or at 
least try as | know there’s no way my thirst for her could 
ever be quenched. 


As a matter of fact, she’s learning the ways of the Italian 
family more and more every day. And | think she’s really 
starting to understand I’m serious when | say | want ten 
children. 


The best part is | know she wants it too. 


That settles it. She gave birth three months ago. | don’t 
know much about how long she needs to wait to get 
pregnant again or any of that other doctor stuff, but | know 
what | want and that’s another baby in my woman’s belly. 


I’m giving our chef the night off tonight and making some 
spaghetti Bolognese with red wine myself. 


And after that? We're making another baby, our second of 
ten. 


You can count on it. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Mandy 
Forty-nine more years later 


We step out of the small Roman Catholic church in the 
Italian countryside in a city so small I’m not sure it has a 
name, let alone is on a map. 


And this is exactly what Matteo wanted for his eighty- 
seventh birthday...to renew our vows in front of our ten 
children, thirty-seven grandchildren, and already eight 
great-grandchildren. 


It’s pretty incredible that Matteo was thirty-seven when he 
met me and now, fifty years later, we have thirty-seven 
grandchildren. | don’t mention the number though because 
Matteo thinks it should be equal to fifty, not thirty-seven. 


Then again he’s the one who’s always pushing the couples 
in our family to have more children. As a woman who gave 
birth to ten, | just keep my mouth shut as my empathy for 

having just one child is beyond belief. 


But what | can believe is that we lasted this long. We beat 
the odds, especially in today’s terms, but | never felt like it 
was us against the world or the odds stacked against us. 


Once Matteo put that ring on my finger so many years ago 
everything just felt so right, so perfect, and all my problems, 
and stress just melted away. All | felt was love, for him, our 
children, and the world. 


It’s amazing what finding the right person to share and 
enjoy your life with can do for you. It’s a saying he loves, 
and he’s absolutely right... because for me it’s him. 


“Grandma, Marco and | want to go squash grapes for wine 
with our feet. Is that ok?” Mara asks. 


“Sure it is, honey,” | say, as | pat her little head as she tugs 
on my dress before taking off screaming in jubilation that 
she gets to do more fun things today... with her family. 


We step outside the church to numerous congratulatory 
responses from our family and other members of this 
“town.” We don’t know them, but it’s ok. | like the idea of 
celebrating with the locals, although apparently one man’s 
had a little too much to drink. 


“How did that old geezer get a nice young woman like you?” 
one man, who looks to be about forty says, the stench of 
wine on his breath even though it’s just now creeping up on 
noon. 


| can’t tell if it’s a joke, or if this guy really has a thing for 
more, but it doesn’t matter. One second | don’t see Matteo 
as he’s off to talk to other members of the big family we 
created, and then the next he’s there like a heat-seeking 
missile...grabbing the much younger guy by the arm, 
twisting him, and pushing his face down toward the dirt, but 
not in it. 


“I've got a tip for you, son. Don’t ever talk like that toa 
woman who’s already spoken for.” 

“Are you serious, old man. I’m gonna kick your—” the man 
wiggles, trying to get free, but Matteo’s grip is like a noose 


in quicksand. The more the guy fights, the worse for him it 
gets. 


“You on stem cell treatment or something?” the guy moans 
once it’s clear he’s not getting out of this. 


“Stem cell treatment?” Matteo, very surprisedly asks. | can’t 
believe he’s engaging this guy’s question. 


“Lots of old people take it to extend their quality of life.” 


Matteo gives the guy a shove and he gets a mouthful of dirt, 
before dusting himself off and standing to face my man, who 
now has his fists up. 


“| don’t need no damn stem cells. The only cells | need are 
the ones in my family, science guy.” 


It’s only then I notice the guy has some sort of science fair 
shirt on. Even at eighty-seven my man is still quick as a fox 
and sharp as a tack. 


“And if you don’t get out of here, and leave my family alone, 
you’re gonna wish you were in a cell instead of six feet 
under.” 


The guy has a clear shot at Matteo, but he doesn’t put up his 
fists to fight. Instead he tucks his tail between his legs and 
just walks off, humiliated. 


“Screw you grandpa,” he says, under his breath. 
“It’s great-grandpa to you, loser” Matteo shoots back, toa 


loud roar from our family, who knew not to jump into the 
fight despite the massive age difference. 


“You really do still have it,” | say, moving in close to him for 
a kiss. “Thank you for protecting my honor.” 


“If by it, you mean you, then yes...| do and always will. And 
you never need to thank a man for what he’s supposed to 
do.” 


The sound of spoons tapping glasses fills the air and | turn to 
see our entire family joining in. 


“You guys didn’t?” 


They all nod, even the young ones who were about to run off 
and stomp on grapes. 


“Kiss her” a few of our children, grandchildren, and great- 
grandchildren yell, until it sounds like a chorus, or a chant at 
a sporting event. 

“You don’t have to ask me twice,” Matteo says. 

And just like that | feel my feet come off the ground as he 
Scoops me up and dips me, before his lips lock down on 
mine. 


“I've still got it alright. And by got it, | mean it’s never too 
late for number eleven.” 


| almost choke mid-kiss. “Another child?” 


“When it comes to loving you, or having children, ol’ 
Matteo’s never done!” 


“Just like I’m never done loving you.” 


“My woman,” he growls. 


“My man,” | say, just before the pop of numerous wine 
bottles rings out. 


“Today’s gonna be my best birthday yet,” he says as he 
stares deep into my eyes, still dipping me inches from the 
ground. 

“You say that every year.” 

“Every year since I’ve had you, and all of them,” he says, his 
head moving in a half-circle to indicate everyone around us, 
yet his eyes staying locked on mine, “to celebrate with me.” 


“Always together,” | say. 


“Forever.” 
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